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ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — A  magnificent  Pavilion  near  Ptzarro's 

tent. 

El  VIRA  discovered  sleeping  under  a  canopy.  Val- 
verde  enters,  gazes  on  Elvira,  and  attempts  to 
kiss  her  hand ;  Elvira  awakened,  rises,  and  looks 
at  him  with  indignation. 

Elv.  Audacious !  Whence  is  thy  privileo-e  to 
interrupt  the  few  moments  of  repose  my  hai^ssed 
mind  can  snatch  amid  the  tumults  of  this  noisy 
camp?  Shall  I  inform  your  master  of  this  pre¬ 
sumptuous  treachery? 

_  Val.  I  am  his  servant,  it  is  tnie— tni^ted  by 
him — and  I  know  him  well  ;  and  therefore  ’tis  I 
ask,  by  what  magic  could  Pizarro  gain  your  heart, 

,  by  what  fatality  still  holds  he  your  affections  ? 

Elv.  Hold  !  thou  ti-usty  secretary  ! 

Val.  Ignobly  born,  in  mind  and  manners  rude, 
ferocious,  and  unpolished,  though  cool  and  crafty 
if  occasion  need  ;  in  youth  audacious  ;  ill  his  first 
manhood  ;  a  licensed  pirate,  treating  men  as  bmtes 
the  world  as  booty;  yet  now  the  Spanish  hero  is 
he  styled — the  first  of  Spanish  conquerors  !  and 
for  a  warrior  so  accomplished, ’tis  fit  Elvira  should 
leave  her  noble  family,  her  fame,  her  home,  to 
share  the  dangers,  humours,  and  the  crimes  of 
such  a  lover  as  Pizarro ! 

Elv.  What!  Valverde  moralizing  !  But  grant 
I  am  in  error,  what  is  my  incentive?  Passion,  in¬ 
fatuation,  call  it  as  you  will  ;  but  what  attaches 
thee  to  this  despised,  unworthy  leader  ?  Base  lucre 


is  thy  object,  mean  fraud  thy  means.  Could  you 

gam  me,  you  only  hope  to  win  a  higher  interest  in 
Pizarro.  I  know  you. 

Val.  On  my  soul,  you  wrong  me  ;  what  else  my 
taults,  1  have  none  towards  you:  but  indulge  the 
scorn  and  levity  of  your  nature  ;  do  it  while  yet  the 
tune  permits ;  the  gloomy  hour,  I  fear,  too  soon 
approaches. 

Elv.  Valverde  a  prophet  too  ! 

Elvira:  shame  from  his  late  de- 
teat,  and  burning  wishes  for  revenge,  again  have 
biought  P^arro  to  Peru ;  but  trust  mi,  !,e  over- 
lates  his  stiength,  nor  measures  well  the  foe.  En¬ 
camped  in  a  strange  country,  where  terror  cannot 

^5,  A  L-  increasing 

hardships,  while  Pizarro  decorates  Avith  gaudy  spoS 

^^Elv.  But  are  you  not  the  heirs  of  those  that 

then  our  only  pur¬ 
pose?  Is  this  Elvira  s  heroism?  ^  ^ 

Elv.  No  So  save  me  heaven  I  I  abhor  the  motive 
means,  and  end  of  your  pursuits ;  but  I  will  trust 

^  ®Poaks  ingenuously  ■ 

aged  Las-Casas,  and  he  alone,  excepted.  ^  ’ 

ral.  He.  an  enthusiast  in  tlie  opposite  and 
worse  extreme.  “ 

Elv.  t)h !  had  I  earlier  known  that  virtuous 
man,  how  different  might  my  lot  have  been  ' 
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Val.  I  will  grant  Pizarro  could  not  then  so 
easily  have  duped  you ;  forgive  me,  but  at  that 
event  I  still  must  wonder. 

Elv.  Hear  me,  Valverde.  When  tirst  my  vir¬ 
gin  fancy  waked  to  love,  Pizarro  was  my  country’s 
idol.  Self-taught,  self-raised,  and  self-supported, 
he  became  her’s,  and  1  was  formed  to  be  won  by 
glory  and  renown.  ’Tis  known  that  when  he  left 
Paziama  in  a  slight  vessel,  his  force  was  not  an 
hundred  men.  Arrived  in  the  island  of  Gallo, 
with  his  sword  he  drew  a  line  upon  the  sands,  and 
said,  “  Pass  those  who  fear  to  die  or  conquer  with 
their  leader.”  Thirteen  alone  remained,  and  at  the 
liead  of  these  the  warrior  stood  his  ground.  Even 
at  the  moment  when  my  ears  first  caught  this  tale, 
my  heart  exclaimed,  “  Pizarro  is  its  lord!”  What 
since  I  have  perceived,  or  thought,  or  felt,  you 
must  have  more  worth  to  win  the  knowledge  of. 

Val.  I  press  no  further;  still  assured,  that 
while  Alonzo  de  Molina,  our  general’s  former 
friend  and  pupil,  leads  the  enemy,  Pizarro  never 
more  will  be  a  conqueror.  (Trumpets  without.) 

Elv,  Silence !  I  hear  him  coming ;  look  not 
perplexed.^ — How  mystery  and  fraud  confound  the 
countenance  !  Quick,  put  on  an  honest  face,  if 
thou  canst. 

Pizarro.  (Speaking  without.)  Chain  and  secure 
liini ;  I  will  examine  him  myself. 

Enter  PlZARRO.  (Valverde  hoics;  Elvira  laughs.) 

Piz.  Why  dost  thou  smile,  Elvira? 

Elv.  To  laugh  or  weep  without  a  reason,  is  one 
of  the  few  privileges  poor  women  have. 

Piz.  Elvira,  I  will  know  the  cause,  I  am 
resolved. 

Elv.  I  am  glad  of  that,  because  I  love  resolu¬ 
tion,  and  am  resolved  not  to  tell  you.  Now  my  re¬ 
solution,  I  take  it,  is  the  better  of  the  two,  because 
it  depends  upon  myself,  and  your’s  does  not. 

Piz.  Psha  !  triller  ! 

Val.  Elvira  was  laughing  at  my  apprehensions 
that — 

Piz.  Apprehensions ! 

Val.  Yes - that  Alonzo’s  skill  and  genius 

should  so  have  disciplined  and  informed  the  ene¬ 
my,  as  to-- — 

Piz.  Alonzo  !  the  traitor  !  How  I  once  loved 
that  man  !  His  noble  mother  entrusted  him,  a 
boy,  to  my  protection.  At  my  table  did  he  feast ; 
in  my  tent  did  he  repose.  I  had  marked  his  early 
genius,  and  the  valorous  spirit  that  grew  with  it. 
Often  I  had  talked  to  him  of  our  first  adventures  ; 
Avhat  storms  we  struggled  with  ;  what  perils  we 
surmounted  !  When  landed  with  a  slender  host 
upon  an  unknown  land ;  then,  when  I  told  Iioav 
famine  and  fatigue,  discord  and  toil,  day  by 
dayj  did  thin  our  ranks;  amid  close-pressing  ene¬ 
mies,  how  still  undaunted  I  endured  and  dared  ; 
maintained  my  purpose  and  my  power,  in  despite 
of  growling  mutiny  or  bold  revolt,  ’till  with  my 
faithful  few  remaining,  I  became  at  last  victorious ; 

• — when,  I  say,  of  these  things  I  spoke,  the  youth, 
Alonzo,  with  tears  of  wonder  and  delight,  would 
throw  him  on  my  neck,  and  swear,  his  soul’s  am¬ 
bition  owned  no  other  leader. 

Val.  W  hat  could  subdue  attachment  so  begun  ? 
Piz.  Las-Casas.  He  it  was,  with  fascinating 
craft  and  canting  precepts  of  humanity,  raised  in 
Alonzo’s  mind  a  new  enthusiasm,  which  forced  him, 
as  th^  stripling  termed  it,  to  forego  liis  country’s 
claim, sifor  those  of  human  nature. 

Val.  Yes,  the  traitor  left  you,  joined  the  Pe¬ 
ruvians,  and  became  thy  enemy  and  Spain’s. 

Piz.  But  first  with  weariless  remonstrance  he 
sued  to  win  me  from  my  purpose,  and  untwine  the 
sword  from  my  determined  grasp.  Much  he  sjioke 
of  right,  of  justice,  and  humanity;  calling  fhe  Pe- 
ruriaus  our  innocent  and  unoffending  brethren. 


[Act  I. 

Val.  They  !  Obdurate  heathens  !  They  our 
brethren ! 

Piz.  But  when  he  found,  that  the  soft  folly  of 
the  pleading  tears  he  dropt  upon  my  bosom,  fell 
on  marble,  he  flew  and  joined  the  foe:  then  pro¬ 
fiting  bv  the  lessons  he  had  gained  in  wronged 
Pizarro’s  school,  the  youth  so  disciplined  and  led  his 
new  allies,  that  soon  he  forced  me — (Ha!  I  burn 
with  shame  and  fury  while  I  own  it!) — in  base 
retreat  and  foul  discomfiture  to  quit  the  shore. 

Val.  But  the  hour  of  revenge  is  come. 

Piz.  It  is.  I  am  returned  ;  my  force  is  strength¬ 
ened,  and  the  audacious  boy  shall  soon  know  that 
Pizarro  lives,  and  has — a  grateful  recollection  of 
the  thanks  he  ou'es  him. 

Val.  ’Tis  doubted  whether  still  Alonzo  lives. 
Piz.  ’Tis  certain  that  he  does ;  one  of  his 
armour-bearers  is  just  made  prisoner;  twelve 
thousand  is  their  force,  as  he  reports,  led  by  Alonzo 
and  Peruvian  Rolla.  Tliis  day  they  make  a  solemn 
sacrifice  on  their  ungodly  altars.  We  must  profit 
by  their  security ;  and  attack  them  unprepared. 
The  sacrificers  shall  become  the  victims. 

Elv.  Wretched  innocents  !  And  their  own  blood 
shall  bedew  their  altars  ! 

Piz.  Right!  ( Elvira, retire  ! 
Elv.  "Why  should  I  retire? 

Piz.  Because  men  are  to  meet  here,  and  on 
manly  business. 

Elv.  O  men  !  men  !  ungrateful  and  perverse  ! 

O  woman  !  still  affectionate  though  wronged  !  The 
beings  to  whose  eyes  you  turn  for  animation,  hope, 
and  rapture,  through  the  days  of  mirth  and  re  velry  ; 
and  on  whose  bosoms  in  the  hour  of  sore  calamiiy, 
you  seek  for  rest  and  consolation,  them,  when  the 
pompous  follies  of  your  mean  ambition  are  the 
question,  you  treat  as  playthings  or  as  slaves! — I 
shall  not  retire. 

Piz.  Remain  then  ;  and,  if  thou  can’st,  be  silent. 
Elv.  They  only  babble  who  practise  not  reflec¬ 
tion.  I  shall  think;  and  thought  is  silence. 

Piz.  Ha  ! — there’s  somewhat  in  her  manner 
lately — (Looks  sternly  and  suspiciously  at  Elvira, 
ivho  meets  his  glance  ivilh  an  undaunted  eye.) 

Enter  LastCasas,  Almagro,  Gonzalo,  Davilla, 
Officers  and  Soldiers.  (Trumpets  without.) 

Las-C.  Pizarro,  we  attend  your  summons. 

Piz.  Welcome,  venerable  father  !  My  friends, 
most  welcome.  Friends  and  fellow-soldiers  !  at 
length  the  hour  is  arrived,  which  to  Pizarro’s  hopes 
presents  the  full  reward  of  our  undaunted  enter- 
prize,  and  long-enduring  toils.  Confident  in  secu¬ 
rity,  this  day  the  foe  devotes  to  solemn  sacrifice  : 
if  with  bold  suiqjrise  w'e  strike  on  their  solemnity 
—trust  to  your  leader’s  word — we  shall  not  fail. 

Aim.  Too  long  inactive  have  we  been  moulder¬ 
ing  on  the  coast;  our  stores  exhausted,  and  our 
soldiers  murmuring.  Battle!  battle! — then  death 
to  the  armed,  and  chains  for  the  defenceless. 
l)av.  Death  to  the  whole  Peruvian  race  ! 

Las-C.  Merciful  heaven  ! 

Aim.  Yes,  general,  the  attack,  and  instantly ! 
Then  shall  Alonzo,  Izaskingat  his  ease,  soon  cease 
to  scoff  our  suffering,  and  scorn  our  force. 

Las-C.  Alonzo !  Scorn  and  presumption  are 
not  in  his  nature. 

Aim.  ’Tis  (it  Las-Casas  should  defend  his  pupil. 
Piz.  Speak  not  of  the  traitor  ;  or  hear  his  name 
but  as  the  bloody  summons  to  assault  and  ven¬ 
geance.  It  a])pears  we  are  agreed  ? 

Aim.  and  Dav.  We  are. 

(ron.  All! — Battle!  Battle! 

Las-C.  Is  then  the  dreadful  measiire  of  vour 
cruelty  not  yet  complete?  Battle!  Gracious  hea¬ 
ven  !  Against  whom?  Against  a  king,  in  wliose 
mild  bosom  your  atrocious  injuries  even  yet  have 
not  excited  hate;  but  who,  insulted  or  victorious,  still 
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Scene  L] 


ertlfn  i  V  • peeple,  who  never  wrong- 
J  their  Creator  formed:  a  peo^l 

rblmd  gulT“  with '• 

kindnes^s  kospitahty  and  confiding 

Kinanehi,  Cenerousiy  and  freely  did  they  share 

homes condorts,  their  treasures,  and  their 

dishonour  ^  The*^  them  by  traud,  oppression,  and 

acted.  ^  'vare  received  j  as  liends  have  you 
pz.  Las-Casas  1 

tainrt^A  me!-Hear  me,  chief- 

deJ.  All-powerful!  whose  thuu- 

whose  adamantine  rock; 

Hveran/  of  the 

effect  !’  l^t  thy  power  give 

ettect  to  tl  y  servant  s  words,  as  thy  spirit  gives 
courage  to  las  will !  Do  not,  1  implode  you  chief? 
ams  countr^mien-^do  not,  I  implore  /ou,’ienew 
has  iul! Lf  which  your  insatiate  avarice 

1^1 1  h  f  ^  '^^’^tched,  unoffending  race  ' 

so;  ot  ^«eless 

utter^n^e  aVw^  anguish,  choke  not  my 

to  those  you  call  your  enemies.  Oh!  let  me  be 
e  messenger  of  penitence  from  you ;  I  shall  re¬ 
tain  with  blessinp  and  with  peace  from  them. 

h  ira,  you  weep  f  Alas  !  and  does  this  dreadful 
crisis  move  no  heart  but  thine? 

and  thou. women  here  but  she 

Piz.  Close  this  idle  war  of  words  ;  time  flies 

Aim.  We  are. 

of  blood!  {Kneels.)  God' 
servant;  not  to  curse, 
but  to  bless  my  countrpien  :  yet  now  my  blessing 
on  then  force  were  blasphemy  against  thy  o-ood- 
oess.  {Rises.)  No  !  I  curse  your  purpose^  homi¬ 
cides  !  I  curse  the  bond  of  blood  by  which  vou  are 
united.  lAIay  fell  division,  infamy,  a^ndroutfdS 
^  our  projects,  and  rebuke  your  hopes  !  On  you 
and  on  your  children  be  the  peril  of  the  innocmit 
blood  which  shall  be  shed  this  day !  I  leave  you 

sealed  by  the  horrors  they  have  witnessed.  In 
caves,  in  forests,  will  I  hide  myself;  with  tio-ers 
and  with  savage  beasts  will  I  commune ;  and  whe^’n  at 

lf"fh  \  blessed  tribunal 

of  that  Deity,  ivhose  mild  doctrines  and  whose 
mercip  ye  have  this  day  renounced,  then  shall  you 
feel  the  agony  and  grief  of  soul  which  tear  the 
no^ra  ot  your  accuser  now  !  {Goina.) 

Klv.  Oh  I  take  me  with  thee,  Las-Casas. 

/>a.y-C.  Stay  !  lost,  abused  lady  !  I  alone  am 
useless  here.  Perhaps  thy  loveliness  may  persuade 
where  reason  and  religion  plead  in  vain. 

E>n  .  save  thy  innocent  fellow-creatures,  if  thou 
canst:  then  shall  thy  frailty  be  redeemed,  and 
tlimi  wilt  share  the  mercy  thou  bestowest.  [Exit 
Piz.  How,  Elvira!  wouldst  thou  leave  me? 

^  ±^lv.  1  am  bewildered,  grown  terrified  !  Your 
inhumanity— and  that  good  old  man— oh  !  he  ap- 
peared  to  me  just  now  something  more  than  hea- 
venj^  .  i^d  you  !  ye  all  looked  worse  than  earthly. 

1  tz.  Compassion  sometimes  becomes  a  beauty. 

Rlv.  Humanity  always  becomes  a  conqueror. 

I  iz.  Now  to  prepare  our  muster  and  our  march. 

At  mid-day  is  the  hour  of  the  sacrifice.  Consulting 
with  our  guides,  the  route  of  your  divisions  shall 
be  given  to  each  commander.  If  we  surprise  we 
conquer;  and  if  we  conquer,  the  gates  of  Quito ’will 
be  opened  to  us. 

Aim.  And  Pizarro  then  be  monarch  of  Peru 
Piz.  Not  so  fast.  Ambition  for  a  time  must 
take  counsel  from  discretion.  Ataliba  still  must 
hold  the  shadow  of  a  sceptre  in  his  hand;  Pizarro 
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still  appep  dependant  upon  Spain :  while  the 
pledge  of  future  peace,  his  daughter’s  hand,  secures 
the  proud  succession  to  the  crown  I  seek. 

Aim.  Thi.s  is  best.  In  Pizano’s  plans  observe 
the  statesman’s  wisdom  guides  the  warrior’s  valour. 
V'l  You  mark,  Elvira? 

Elv.  0  yes;  this  is  best;  this  is  excellent. 

Piz.  You  seem  offended.  Elvira  still  retains 
my  heart.  Think — a  sceptre  waves  me  on. 

No!  Thou  knowest  thy  glory 
IS  iny  idol ;  and  this  will  be  most  glorious,  most 
jusd  and  honourable.  {SatiricaUu.) 

Piz.  What  mean  you? 

'woman’s  prattle— a 
iovaTir  Pei-baps  :  but  let  it  not  impede  the 
yal  hero  s  course.  { I rumpets  without.)  The  call 
I  invites  you.  Away !  away !  you,  his 

brave,  his  worthy  fellow-warriors.  ^ 

Iiz.  And  go  you  not  with  me? 

tohaW  ^  be  ihe  first 

to  hail  the  future  monarch  of  Peru. 

Enter  Gomez. 

Aim.  How,  Gomez  !  what  bringest  thou  ? 

On  yonder  hill,  among  the  palm-trees, 

iumrispfl  !tn  r>l/1  _ _  __  ^  ’ 


Gom. 


re'c''",';  “  oW’-ciciul; 

unresFil,,'’  ’  “  M  ''i' 

/  resisting  yet  his  bps  breatlied  nought  but  bit¬ 
terness  and  scorn.  ^ 

Piz.  Drag  him  before  us. 

(Gomez  U.,wes  the  lent  and  relnrm  cmductim 
Ot  ozembo  and  attendant  in  chains,  guarded.) 


W^hat  art  thou,  stranger? 

me  which  among  you  is  tlie 

captain  of  this  band  of  robbers.  ^ 

Piz.  Ha ! 

ofo’  ^Thn^^Mf  L  kis  tongue,  or  else— 

n  hear  some  truth. 

tUiftooif  plunge 

sulh  heiles  f sTS'^  ““V 

domf'  i’®’'"*  ‘“^o'ence  I'as  sealed  thv 

irc„n£SiS"-s;tr‘‘^‘‘ 

me  of-tbat  I°sha‘i  diZ'“°'‘  j“"‘  “*“>■«> 

ser«d  thy P''«- 

Ora.  My  life  is  as  a  withered  tree  •  it  is  not 
worth  preserving.  ’  ^ 

agflra'ttlmp’e^iau'ir;;  Z 

them*  f'**''  **'a*  Imld  aiii'oii» 

If  wealth  bf!v„Tshl'‘'“'’  "‘-I 

Oro.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Piz.  Dost  thou  despise  my  offer  ? 

weabh  of  t  ^®  thy  offer.  Wealth  !  I  have  the 
^  ealth  of  two  dear  gallant  sons  ;  I  have  stnv^d  ' 

heaven  the  riches  which  repay  good  action*;  I  ^ 
treasure  of  a  pure!“unlm7d  cc^^cimme^^ 

dare^pe'kla  time's."  “  "'■» 

spa:ra;d^rlLrtlsriT-^ 

arm7?’  numerous  is^  our 

4  bn  the  leaves  of  yonder  forest. 

weakest  part  of  your  camn? 

4',/;rtic"e':  “■  -o'  ''S- 

and  TO,,.  d,nre„'r'“  “"'=“'<^'1  yo'f  avivca 
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Oro.  In  the  hearts  of  their  husbands  and  their 
fathers.  .  , 

Plz.  Knowest  thou  Alonzo? 

Oro.  Know  him?  Alonzo?  Know -him?  Our 
nation’s  benefactor !  The  guardian  an^el  of  Peni ! 

Piz.  By  what  has  he  merited  that  title? 

Oro.  By  not  resembling  thee. 

Aim.  Who  is  this  Rolla,  joined  with  Alonzo  in 
.command? 

Oro.  I  will  answer  that;  fori  love  to  hear  and 
to  repeat  the'  hero’s  name.  Rolla,  the  kinsman  of 
the  king,  is  the  idol  of  our  army  ;’in'war,  a  tiger, 
chafed  by  the  hunter’s  spear ;  in  peace,  more  gen¬ 
tle  than' the  unweaned  lamb.  Cora  was  once  be¬ 
trothed  tq  him  ;  but  liuding  she  preferred  Alonzo, 
he  resigned  his  claim,  and,  I  fear,  his  peace,  to 
friendship  and  to  Cora’s  happiness ;  yet  still  he 
loves  her  witli  a  pure  and  holy  lire. 

Piz:  Romantic  savage  !  I  shall  meet  this  Rolla 
soon.'’  ■  ,  .  • 

Ord.  Thou  hadst  better  not.  The  terrors  of 
his  noble  ey^e  -would  strike  th^e  dead. 

Dav.  'Silence,  or  tremble  ! 

Oro.  Beardless  robb'qr!  I  never  yet  have 
trembled  before  God :  why  should'I  tremble  be¬ 
fore  man  ?  Why  before-thee,  thou  less  than  man  ! 

JJav.  Another  word,  -audacious  heathen,  and  I 
strike. 

Oro.  Strike,  Christian  !  Then  boast  among  thy 
fellows-^I  too  have  murdered  a  Peruvian!  . 

Dav.  Hell  and  vjengeance  seize  thee!  (^Stabshim.), 

Piz.  Hold ! 

Dav.  Couldst  thou  longer  have  endured  his 
insults  ? 

Piz.  And  therefore  should  he  die  untortufed? 

Oro.  True !  Observe,  young  man,  your  unthink¬ 
ing  rashness -has  saved  from  the  rack;  and 
ou  yourself  have  lost  the  opportunity  of  an  useful 
esson;  you  might  have  seen  with  what  cruelty' 
vengeance  would  have  inflicted  torments— and 
with  what  patience  virtue  would  have  borne 
them. 

Elv.  (^Supporting  Orozemho' s  bead  upon  her 
bosom-.')  Oh  !  ye  are  mnnstersall.  Look  up,  thou 
■martyred  innocent.  Look  up"*D nee  iirore,  and  bless 
me,  ere  thou  diest.  God  !  how  I  pity  thee  ! 

Oro.  Pity  me  !  Me  !  so  near  my  happiness  ! 
Bless  thee,  lady !  Spaniards^!  heav.en  turn  ,your 
hearts,  and  pardon  you  as  I  do.  ,(OrozeMt6o 
borne  off,  dying.) 

Piz,  Away  !— Davilla !  if  thus  rash  a  second 
time—  .  .  ■ 

Ddv.  Forgive  the  hasty  indignation^  which — ■ 

Pit.  No  more.  Unbind  tliat  trembling  wretch  : 
let  him  depart;  ’tis  well  he  should  report  the 
mercy  which  We  show  to  insolent  deliauce.  Hark  ! 
oTTr  troops  are  moving. 

Attendant.  {On  passing  Elvira.)  If,  throiigh 
your  gentle  means,  my  master’s  poor  remains  might 
be  preserved  from  insult — ^ — 

Elvt  T  understand  thee. 

Alt.  _  His  sons  may  yet  thank  your  charity,  if 
not  avenge  their  father’s  fate.  ^Exit. 

Piz.  What  says  the  slave? 

Elv.  A  parting  word  to  thank  you  for  your 
mercy. 

Piz.  Our  guard  and  guides  approach.  (Soldiers 
march  through  the  tents.)  Follow  me,  friends! 
Each -shall  have  his  post  assigned,  and  ere  Peru- 
via’s  god  shall  sink  beneath  the  mein,  the  Spanish 
banner,  ba:thed  in  blood,  shall  float  above  the  walls 
of  vanquished  Quito. 

I  Exeunt  all  but  Elvira  and  Valverde. 

Val.  Is  it  now  presum])tion  that  my  hopes  gain 
strengtli  with  the  increasing  hoiTors  which  I  see 
appal  Elvira’s  soul  ? 

Elv.  I  am  mad  with  terror  and  remorse.  Would 
I  could  fly  these  dreadful  scenes! 


Val.  Might  not  Valyerde’s  true  attachment  be 
thy  refuge? 

Elv.  What  w'ouldst  thou  do  to  save  or  to  avenge 
me  ? 

V(d.  I  dare  do  all  thy  injuries  may  demand. 
A  word,  and  he  lies  bleeding  at  your  feet. 

Elv.  Perhaps  we  will  speak  again  of  this.  Now 
leave  me.  [Evit  Valverde~\  No!  not  this  revenge. 
No  L  not  this  instrument.  Fie  !  Elvira  ;  even  for 
a  moment  to  counsel  with  this  unworthy  traitor ! 
Can  a  wretch,  false. to  a  confiding  master,  be  true 
to  any  pledge  of  love  or  honour?-  Pizarrowill  abmi- 
don  me  :  yes  me — who  for  his  sake,  have  sacrificed 
—Oh,  God  ! — What  have  I  not  sacrificed  for  him  1 ' 
Yet  .curbing  the  avenging  pride  tliatsw'ells  this  bo¬ 
som,  i  stHl  will  further  try  him.  Oh,  men  !  who, . 
wearied  by  the  fond  fidelity  of  virtuous  love,  seek 
in  the  wanton’s  flattery  a  new  delight,  qh  !  ye  may 
insult  and  leave  the,  hearts  to  which  y oar  faith  was 
pledged,  and,  stifling  self-reproach,  may  fear  no 
other  peril;  because  such  hearts,  however  you 
■'injure  and  desert  them,  ha-ve  yet  the  proud  Tetreat 
of  an  unspotted  fame — of  an  unreproaching  con¬ 
science.  But  beware  the  desperate  libertine,  who 
forsakes  the  creature  whom  his  arts  have  first  de¬ 
prived  of  all  natural  protection-^of  all  self-conso¬ 
lation  !  What  has  he  left  her?  Despair  and 
vengeance!  [Ej;»V. 

'  .  .  ACT.  II.' 

Scene  I.^ — A  Bank  surrounded  by  a  wild  wood  and 
rocks. — Cora  sitting  on  the  root  of  a- tree,  is  j)lay- 
ing  with  her  child ^  and  Alonzo  hangs  over  them 
ivith  delight.  .  • 

Cora.  Nowconfess,doesheresemb]etliee,ovnot? 
■Al.  Indeed,  he  is  liker  thee  :  thy  rosj' softness, 
thy  smiling  gentleness. 

.  Cora.  But  his  auburn  hair,  the  colour  of  his,  \ 
eye^,  Alonzo.  O  !  my  lord’s  image,  and  mj'  heart’s^ 
adored!  (Pressing  the  chdd  to  her  bosom.)  '  ^ 

Al.  The  little  daring  urchin  robs  me,  I  douhtji^ 
of  some  portion  of  thy  love,  my  Cora.  At  least, 
he  shares  caresses,  Which  ’till  his  birth  were  only 
mine.  , 

Cora.  ©  no,  Alonzo  !  A  mother’s  love  for  her 
sweet  babe  is  not  a  stealth  from  the  dear  father’s 
store  ;  it  js  a  new  delight  that  turns  with  quickened 
gratitude  to  him,  the  author  of  her  augmented  bliss.  • 
Al.  Could  Cora  think  me  serious  ?  . 

Cora.  I  am  sure  he  will  speak  soon  :  then  will 
be  the -last  of  the  three  holidays  all  owed  by  nature’s 
sanction  to  the  fond  anxious  mother’s  heart. 

Al.  What  are  those  three  ?  '  ' 

Cora.  The  ecstacy  of  his  birth  I  pass  ;  that  in,' 
part  is  selfish  :  but  when  first  the  white  blossoms 
of  his  teeth  appear,  breaking  the  crimson  buds  that 
did  incase  them  :  that  is  a  day  of  joy  :  next,  when 
•from  his  father’s  arms  he  runs  without  support, 
and  clings,  laughing  and  delighted,  to  his  mother’s 
knee  ;  that  is  the  mother’s  heart’s  next  holiday  ; 
and  sweeter  still  ,  the  third,  whenever  his  little 
stammei'ing  tongue  shall  utter  the  grateful  sound 
of  “  father,  mother!”  O!  that  is  the  dearest  joy 
of  all !  * 

Al.  Beloved  Cora!  an 

Cora.  Oh!  ray  Alonzo!  D#H^  hourly,  do  I 
pour  thanks  to  heaven  for  the  dear  blessing  I  pos¬ 
sess  in  him  and  thee. 

Al.  To  heaven  and  Rolla. 

Cora.  Yes,  to  heaven  and  I^olla :  and  art  thou 
not  grateful  to  them  too,  Alonso?  Art  thou  not 
happy  ?  - 

Al.  Can  Cora  ask  that  question  ? 

Cord.  Why  then  of  late  so  restless  on  thy 
couch?  Why  to  my  waking,  watching  ear,  so 
often  does  the  stillness  of  the  night  betray  thy 
struggling  sighs  ? 


Scene  '!.] 
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AL  Must  not  I  fight  against  mj  country,  against 
my  brethren? 

Cora.  Do  they  not  seek  our  destrudtion  ?'  and 
are  not  all  men  bretliren? 

Al.  Should  they  prove  victorious — 

Cora.  1  will  tly,  and  ineetthee  in  the  mountains, 

AL  Fly  with  thy  infant,  Cora? 

Cora,  .\^•hat!  think  you  a  uiother,  when  she 
runs  trom  danger,  can  feel  the  weight  of  her  child  ? 

Al.  Cora,  my  beloved,  do  you  wish  to  set  my 
heart  at  rest  ?  ; 

Cora.  Oh,  yes  !  yes  !  yes  ! 

Al.  Hasten  then  to  the  concealment  in  the 
mountain  ;  where  all  our  matrons  and  virgins,  and 
■  oiir  warrior’s  ofl'spring,  are  allotted  to  await  the 
issue  of  the  war.  '  Cora  will  not  alone  resist  her 
husband’s,  her  sister’s,  and  her  mouardi-’s  wish. 

C’ora.  Aloir/o,  I  cannot  leave  you.  Oli !  how 
411  every  moment’s  absence  would. my  fancy  paint 
you,  Abounded, alone,  abandoned!  No,  no  j  1  can¬ 
not  leave  you  1  ; 

'  Al.  Rolla  Avill  be  with  me., 

Cora.  Yes,  tvhile  the  battle  rages,  and  where  it 
rages  most,  brave  Rolla  will  be  found.  He  may 
revenge,  but  cannot  save  thee.  To  follow  dahger' 
he  Avill  leave  even  thee.  -  But  I  have  SAyoru  never 
to  forsake  thee  but  with  life.  Dear,  deai>Al6nzo! 
can  you  wish  that!  should  break  mj'vow?  - 

Al.  Th^n  be  it  so.  Oh  I  excellence  in  all  that’s 
great  and  lovely,  in  courdge,' gentleness,  and  truth  ; 
my  pride,  my  content,  my  all  !  Can  there  on  this 
earth  be  fools  ivho  seek  for  happiness,  and  pas§  by. 
love  in  the  pursuit? 

Cora.  Alonzo,  I  cannot  thank  you.’  Silence  is 
the  gratitude  of  true  affection  :  yvho  seeks  to  fol¬ 
low  it  by  sound,  will^  miss -the  '  track,  '(^Shouts 
without.^  Does  tlnsi  king  approach  ?  ’  ,  ■ 

Al.  No  5  ’tis  the^eneral  placing  the  guard  that 
will  surround’the  temple,  during  the  sacrilice.  ’Tis 
Rglla  conies,  tlie  lii-st,and  best  of  heroes.  (  Trumpets) 

’  Rolla,  (^speaKing  as  he  enters,)  . 

Then  pface  them  on  the  hill  fronting  the  Spai^sh 
cainp.  -(^Enters.) 

■  Cora.  Rolla!  my  friend,  my  brother  ! 

Al.  Rolla  !  my  friend,  my  benefactor !  how  can 
,  our  lives  repay  tlm  obligations  which  we  owe  you? 

'Roi.  Pass  them  in  peace  and  bliss.  Let  Rolla 
witness  it  j  lie  is  overpaid. 

Cbra,  Look  on-tiiis  child;  he  is  the  life-blood 
of  my  heart  ;  but  if  ever  he  love  or  revere  thee 
less-  than  his  own  father,  his  mother’s  hate  fall 
On  him. 


'  Rol.  .Oh,  no  more!  What  sacrifice  have  I 
made  to  merit  gratitude  ?  The  object  of  my  love 
was  Cora’s  happiness.  I  see  her  happy.  .  Is.not 
my.  object  gained?  and  am  I  not  rewarded?  Now, 
Cora,  listen  to  a  friend’s  advice.  .  You  must  away ; 
you  must  seek  the  sacred  caverns,  the  unprofan’d 
recess,  whither,  after  this  day’s  sacrifice,  our 
matrons,  and  e’en  the  virgins  of  the  sun,  retire. 

Cora.  Not  secure  with  Alonzo  and  with  thee, 
.Rolla?  .  - 

Rol.  We  have  heard  Pizarro’s  plan' is  to  sur¬ 
prise  us.  Thy  presence,  Cora,  cannot  aid,  but 
may  impede  our  efforts. 

Cora.  ’  Impede ! 

Rol.  Yes,  yet/.  Thou  know’st  how  tenderly  we 
love  tliee ;  we,  thy  husband  and  thy  friend.  Art 
thou  near  us?  Our  thoughts,  our  valour — vengeance 
will  not  be  our  own.  No  advantage  will  be  pur- 
.sued,  that  leads  us  from  the  spot  where  thou  art 
placed  ;  no  succour  will  be  given  but  for  thy  pro¬ 
tection.  The  faithful  lover  dares  not  be  all  him¬ 
self  amid  the^war,  until  he  knows  that  the  belonged 
of  bis  soul  is  absent  from  tlie  peril  of  the  tight.  . 

A  L  Thanks  to  my  friend  y,  ’tis  this  I  would  liaA'e 
urged> 


Cora'.  This  timid  excess  of  love,  producing' 
fear  instead  of  valour,  flatters,  but  does  not  cpu- 
A'ince  me  :  the  wdfe  is  incredulous. 

Rol.  ■  And  is  the  liiQther  unbelieving  t,oo  ? 

Cora,  No  more.  TDo  with  me  as  yoii'^)!eaSe. 
‘My  friend,  my  husband  !.  place  me  where  you  will. 

At.  My  adored  !  jve  thank. you  both.  ^March  . 
ivitliont.)  Hark !  the  king  apiuoacbe^j  to  the 
sacrifice.  You,  Rolla,  spoke  of  rumours' of  sur¬ 
prise.  A  vServant  -of  miiiej  I  hear,  is  missing'; 
whether  sur[)ris^d  or  treacherous  I  knOAy  not. 

iiol.  It  matters  not;  Ave  are  eveiy'where  pre- . 
parecL  Coine,  Cora;  upon  the  altar ’mid  the  rocks 
thou’lt  implore  a  blessing  on  pur  cause?  The  pious 
supplication  of  the  treinblhig-Avife  and.  mother’s  ^ 
heart,  rises  to  the  throne  of  mercy,  the .  most 
resistless  pl  ayer  of  human  homage.  [^Rxeimt. 

’  '  ^ 

Scene  11. — The  Temple  of  the  Shu.  A  solemn  march. 
The  warriors  and  king  enter  on  one  side  of  the 
temple.  RoLLA,  Alon’ZO,  and  CoRA,  o?i  the 
other. 

Atg.  Welcome,  Alonzo!  (To' Rglla.)  Kins¬ 
man,'  thy  hand.  (To  Cora.)  .Blessed  be  tlie  object 
of  the  happv  motlier’s  lovp. 

Cora.  JViay  the  sun  bless  the  father'  of  his 
people!  ,  ■ 

Ata.  In  the  welfare  of  his  children  lives  the 
happiness  of  their  king.  Friends,  Avhat  is  the 
temper  of. our  soldiers?  •  , 

Rol.  Such  as  becomes  . the  ,  cause  AA’hich  they 
support ;  their  cry  is,  victory  or  death  !  our  king  ! 

■  our  countr3^ !  and  our  god  ! 

■Alu,  Thou,  Rolla,  in  the  liorur  of  peril,  hast 
been  wont  to  animate  the  spirit  of  their  leaders, 
ere  Ave  proceed  to  consecrate  the  banners  Avhich 
thy  valour. khoAvs  so  AVell  to  guard.  '  „ 

Rol.  Yet  never  ■AA’^as  the  hour  of  peril  near, 
when  to  inspire  them  words  Avere  so  little  needed. 
My  brave  associates!  partners  of  my  toil,  my 
feelings,  and  4>^y  fame  L  Can  Rolla’s  Avoids  add 
vigour  to  the  virtuous  energies  Avhicli  inspire  your 
hearts?  No!  ydii  have  judged  as  I  haA^e,  the 
foulness  of  the,  crafty  plea  by  AA'hich  these  bold  in¬ 
vaders  would,  delude  3mu.  Your  generous  spirif 
has  compared,  as  mine  has;  the  motives  Avhich, 
in  a  war  like  tins,  can  animate  f/ieir  minds,  and  dUrs. 
TUey.  by  a  strange  frenzy  driven, -fight  for  poAvev,  ' 
^r-pliinder,  and  extended  rule — IFe,  for  our  coun- 
n-y,  our  altars,  and  our  lioraes.  They  follow  an 
adventurer  whom  they  fear,  and  obey  a  power 
Avhich  they  hate.  TFe  serve  a,. monarch  whom  we 
loA;e-^§t  Rod  Avhom  we  adore!  Whene’erlthey 
move  in  anger,  desolation  tracks  their  p’rpgr^ss ; 
where’er ,  they  pause  in  amity,  affliction  mourns 
their  friendship. .  They  boast,  they  come-  but  to 
improve  our  ^tate,  enlarge  our  tlioughts>  and  free 
us  from  the  yoke  of  error  !  Yes  ;  they  will^ive 
enlightened  freedom  to  our  minds,  Avho  are  them¬ 
selves  the  slaves  of  passion,  avarice/ und  pride. 
They  oiler  us  Uieir  pirate ction  :  yes, 'such  protec¬ 
tion  as*  vultures  give  to  lambs, — coA^ering  and  de¬ 
vouring  them  !  They  call  on.,  us  to  barter  aH  of 
good  we  have  inherited  and  proved,  foi*  the  des¬ 
perate  chance  of  something  better  Atbich  they 
promise.  Rp  our  plain  answer  this:' The  throne 
toe  honour  is  the  people’ s  choice ;  the  laws  we  re- 
verence  are  our  brave  fathers’  legacy  ;  the  faith  we 
folloAv  teaches  us  to  live  in  bonds  of  charity  with 
all  mankind,  and  die  with  hopes  of  bliss  beyond 
the  grave.  Tell  your  invaders  this,  and  tell  them 
too,  Ave  seek  no  change;- and,  least  of. all,  such 
change  as  they  woidd  bring  us.  (Lbud  shouts  "of 
the  soldiery.)  , 

Ata.  (Embracing  Rolla.)  Noav,  ‘holy  friends, 
ever  mindful  of  these  sacred  tmtiis,  begin 
sacrilice. 


PIZARRO. 


A  solemn  procession  commences.  The  priests  and 
virgins  arrange  themselves  on  either  side  of  the  altar, 
which  the  high-priest  approaches,  and  the  solemnity 
begins. 

CHORUS  of  priests  and  virgins. 

Oh  Pow’r  supreme  !  lu  mercj’^  smile 
A\  ith  favour  on  thy  servants’  toil ! 

Our  hearts  from  guileful  passions  free, 

Which  here  we  render  unto  thee  ! 

Thou  Parent  Light  but  deign  to  hear 
The  voices  of  our  feeble  choir  j 
And  this  our  sacrifice  of  fear, 

Consume  with  thine  own  hallow’d  fire  ! 

i^Fire  from  above  lights  upon  the  altar. ^ 

Give  praise !  give  praise !  the  God  has  heard ; 
Our  God,  most  awfully  revered! 

The  altar  his  own  llames  enwreath’d. 

Then  be  the  conquering  sword  unsheath’d, 

And  victory  set  on  Rolla’s  brow. 

His  foes  to  crush — to  overthrow  ! 

Ata.  Our olFeringis  accepted.  (Exit Chorus, ^c.) 
Now  to  arms,  my  f^riends,  prepare  for  battle  ! 

Enter  Orano. 

Ora.  The  enemy ! 

Ata.  How  near? 

Ora.  From  the  hill’s  brow,  e’en  now  as  I  o’er- 
looked  their  force,  suddenly  I  perceived  the  whole 
in  motion :  with  eager  haste  they  march  towards 
our  deserted  camp,  as  if  apprised  of  this  most 
solemn  sacrifice. 

Eol.  They  must  be  met  before  they  reach  it. 

Ata.  And  you,  my  daughters,  with  your  dear 
children,  away  to  the  appointed  place  of  safety. 

Cora.  Oh,  Alonzo  1  (Embracing  him.^ 

Al.  We  shall  meet  again. 

Cora.  Bless  us  once  more,  ere  thou  leave  us. 

Al.  Heaven  protect  and  bless  thee,  my  beloved  ; 
and  thee,  my  innocent ! 

Ata.  Haste!  haste! — each  moment  is  precious. 

Cora,  Farewell,  Alonzo !  Remember,  thy  life  is 
mine. 

Rol.  Not  one  farewell  to  Rolla? 

Cora.  (Giving  him  her  hand.)  Farewell  !  The 
God  of  war  be  with  you ;  but  bring  me  back 
Alonzo.  with  the  Child. 

Ata.  (Draws  his  sword.)  Now,  my  brethi-en, 
my  sons,  my  friends ;  I  know  your  valour.  Should 
ill  success  assail  us,  be  despair  the  last  feeling  of 
your  hearts.  If  successful,  let  mercy  be  the  first. 
Alonzo,  to  you  I  give  to  defend  the  narrow  pas¬ 
sage  of  the  mountains.  On  the  right  of  the  wood 
be  Rolla’s  station.  Forme,  straightforwards  will 
I  march  to  meet  them,  and  fight  imtil  I  see  my 
people  saved,  or  they  behold  their  monarch  fall. 
Be  the  word  of  battle — “  God !  and  our  native 
land  !”  [^A  march  and  exeunt. 

Scene  III. — A  wood. 

Enter  RoLLA  and  Alonzo. 

Jfo/.  Here,  my  friend,  we  separate ;  soon,  I 
trust,  to  meet  again  in  triumph. 

Al.  Or  perhaps  we  part,  to  meet  no  more. 
Rolla,  a  moment’s  pause.  VVe  are  yet  before  our 
army’s  strength  ;  one  earnest  word  at  parting. 

Rol,  There  is  in  language  now  no  word  but 
battle. 

Al.  Yes,  one  word  more — ■Cora  ! 

Rol.  Cora !  Speak  ! 

Al.  The  next  hour  brings  us — ■ 

Rol.  Death  or  victory ! 

Al.  It  may  be  victory  to  one— death  to  the 
other. 

Rol.  Or  both  may  fall. 
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Al.  If  so,  my  wife  and  child  I  bequeath  to  the 
protection  of  heaven  and  my  king.  But  should  I 
only  fall,  Rolla,  be  thou  my  heir. 

Rol.  How  ? 

Al.  Be  Cora  thy  wife  :  be  thou  a  father  to  my 
child. 

Rol.  Rouse  thee,  Alonzo !  Banish  these  timid 
fancies. 

Al.  Rolla!  I  have  tried  in  vain,  and  cannot  fly 
from  the  foreboding  which  oppresses  me  :  thou 
knowest  it  will  not  shake  me  in  the  fight :  but  give 
me  the  promise  I  exact. 

Rol.  If  it  be  Cora’s  will — 'Yes — I  promise. 
(Gives  his  hand.) 

Al.  Tell  her  it  w’as  my  last  wish  ;  and  bear  to 
her  and  to  my  son  my  last  blessing. 

Rol.  I  will.  Now  then  to  our  posts,  and  let 
our  swords  speak  for  us.  (  They  draw  their  sivords.) 

Al.  For  the  king  and  Cora ! 

Rol.  F or  Cora  and  the  king !  [Exeunt  severally. 

Scene  IV. — A  vietv  of  the  Peruvian  camp. 

Enter  an  Old  blind  Man  and  a  Boy. 

O.  Man.  Have  none  returned  to  the  camp? 

Boy.  One  messenger  alone.  From  the  temple 
they  all  marched  to  meet  the  foe. 

0.  Man.  Hark!  I  hear  the  din  of  battle.  O! 
had  I  still  retained  my  sight,  I  might  now  have 
grasped  a  sword,  and  died  a  soldier’s  death.  Are 
we  quite  alone  ? 

Buy.  Yes.  I  hope  my  father  will  be  safe ! 

O.  Man.  He  will  do  his  duty.  I  am  more 
anxious  for  thee,  my  child- 

Boy.  I  can  stay  with  you,  dear  grandfather. 

O.  Ma)i.  But  should  the  enemy  come,  they  w'ill 
drag  thee  from  me,  my  boy. 

Boy.  Impossible,  grandfather;  for  they  will  see 
at  once  that  you  are  old  and  blind,  and  cannot  do 
without  me. 

O.  Man.  Poor  child  !  you  little  know'  the  hearts 
of  these  inhuman  men.  (Discharge  of  cannon  heard.) 
Hark!  the  noise  is  near :  I  hear  the  dreadful  roar¬ 
ing  of  the  fiery  engines  of  these  cruel  strangers. 
(Shouts  at  a  distance.)  At  every  shout,  with  in¬ 
voluntary  haste  I  clench  my  hand,  and  fancy  still  it 
grasps  a  sword.  Alas!  I  can  only  serve  mv  country 
by  my  prayers.  Heaven  preserve  the  Inca,  ahd 
his  gallant  soldiers  ! 

Boy.  O  father  !  there  are  soldiers  running — ■ 

O.  Man.  Spaniards,  boy  ? 

Boy.  No;  Peruvians. 

O.  Man.  How  !  and  flying  from  the  field  !  It 
cannot  be. 

Enter  Two  Peruvian  Soldiers. 

O  speak  to  them,  boy!  Whence  come  you? 
How  goes  the  battle? 

Sol.  We  may  not  stop:  we  are  sent  for  the 
reserve  behind  the  hill.  The  day’s  against  us. 

.  „  . . xeunt  Soldiers. 

O.  Man.  Quick,  then,  quick  ! 

Boy.  I  see  the  points  of  lances  glittering  in  the 
light. 

O.  Man.  Those  are  Peruvians.  Do  tliej'  bend 
this  way? 

Enter  a  Peruvian  Soldier. 

Boy.  Soldier,  speak  to  my  blind'father. 

Sol.  I’m  sent  to  tell  the  helpless  father  to  retreat 
among  the  rocks;  all  will  be  lost,  I  fear.  The 
king  is  wounded. 

0.  Man.  Quick,  boy !  Lead  me  to  the  hill 
where  thou  mayest  view  the  plain.  (Alarms.) 

Enter  Atmiba,  wounded,  with  Oraso,  Officers  and 
Soldiers. 

Ata.^  My  wound  is  bound  ;  believe  me,  the  hurt 
is  nothing ;  I  may  return  to  the  fight. 
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Scene  4.] 

Ora.  Pardon  your  servant;  but  the  allotted 
priest  who  attends  ihe  sacred  banner  has  pronounc¬ 
ed,  that  the  Inca’s  blood  once  shed,  no  blessing 
can  await  the  day,  until  he  leave  the  held. 

Ata.  Hard  restraint!  O!  niy  poor  brave  sol¬ 
diers  Hard,  that  f  may  no  longer  be  a  witness 
ol  their  valour.  But  haste  you;  return  to  your 
comrades :  I  will  not  keep  one  soldier  from  his 
post.  Go,  and  avenge  your  fallen  brethren. 
{Exeunt  Orano,  <5'c.)  1  will  not  repine  :  my  own 

fate  is  the  last  anxiety  of  ray  heart.  It  is  for  you, 
my  people,  tljat  1  feel  and  fear. 

Old  Man  and  Boy  advance. 

O.  Man.  Did  I  not  hear  the  voice  of  an  unfor¬ 
tunate?  Who  is  it  complains  thus? 

Ata.  One,  almost  by  hope  forsaken. 

O.  Man.  Is  the  king  alive? 

Ata.  The  king  still  lives. 

O.  Man.  Then  thou  art  not  forsaken  !  Ataliba 
protects  the  meanest  of  his  subjects. 

'Ata.  And  who  shall  protect  Ataliba? 

The  immortal  powers,  that  protect 
one  The  virtues  of  our  monarch  alike  secure 

A-o  him  the  allection  of  his  people,  and  the  benign 
regard  of  heaven. 

Ata.  Hoav  impious,  had  I  murmured  1  How 
WLf.Mrous,  thou  supreme  Disposer,  are  thy  acts  ! 
Even  in  this  moment,  which  I  had  thought  the 
bitterest  trial  of  mortal  sull'ering,  thou  hast  infused 
the  sweetest  sensation  of  my  life:  it  is  the  assur¬ 
ance  of  my  people’s  love. 

Boy.  {Turning foricard.')  O  father!' — Stranger! 
— see  those  hideous  men  that  rush  upon  us  yonder ! 

Ata.  Ha  I  Spaniards!  and  I,  Ataliba — ^ill-fated 
fugitive  !  without  a  sword,  eveu  to  try  the  ransom 
of  a  monarch’s  life. 

Enter  Davilla,  Almagro,  and  Spanish  Soldiers. 

Dav.  ’Tis  he  ;  our  hopes  are  answered.  I  know 
him  well :  it  is  the  king  ! 

Aim.  Away!  follow  with  your  prize.  Avoid 
those  Peruvians,  though  in  flight.  This  way  we 
may  regain  our  line. 

[^Exeimt  Davilla,  Almagro,  Sfc.  ivith  Ataliba. 

O.  Man.  The  king  !  Wretched  old  man,  that 
could  not  see  Jiis  gracious  form  !  Boy,  would 
thou  hadst  led  me  to  the  reach  of  those  ruffians’ 
swords  !  . 

Boy.  Father !  all  our  countrymen  are  flying 
here  Ibr  refuge. 

O.  Man.  No,  to  the  rescue  of  their  king.  They 
never  will  desert  him.  {Alarms  ivitliout.) 

Enter  Peruvian  Officers  and  Soldiers,  flying  across 
the  stage  ;  Or A^o  follotving. 

Ora.  Hold,  I  charge  you  !  Rolla  calls  you. 

Ofli.  We  cannot  combat  with  their  dreadful 
engines. 

Enter  Rolla. 

Rol.  Hold,  recreants!  cowards!  What!  fear 
ye  death,  and  fear  not  shame  ?  By  my  soul’s  fury, 
I  cleave  to  the  earth  the  first  of  you  that  stirs  ;  or 
plunge  your  dastard  swords  into  your  leader’s 
heart,  that  he  no  more  may  witness  your  disgrace. 
Where  is  the* king? 

Ora.  From  this  old  man  and  boy  I  learn,  that 
the  detachment  of  the  enemy  which  you  observed 
so  suddenly  to  quit  the  field,  have  succeeded  in 
surprising  him;  they  are  yet  in  sight. 

Hoi.  And  bear  the  Inca  off  a  prisoner!  Hear 
this,  ye  base,  disloyal  rout !  Look  there  !  the  dust 
you  see  hangs  on  the  bloody  Spaniard’s  track, 
dragging,  with  ruffian  taunts,  your  king,  your 
father — Ataliba,  in  bondage !  Now  fly  and  seek 
your  own  vile  safety,  if  you  can! 


O.  Man.  Bless  the  voice  of  Rolla  ! — and  bless 
the  stroke  I  once  lamented,  but  which  now  spares 
these  extinguished  eyes  the  shame  of  seeing  the 
pale  trembling  wretches  who  dare  not  follow  Rolla, 
tliough  to  save  their  king  ! 

Hoi.  Shrink  ye  from  the  thunder  of  the  foe, 
and  fall  ye  not  at  this  rebuke?  Oh  !  had  ye  each 
but  one  drop  of  the  loyal  blood  which  gushes  to 
waste  through  the  brave  heart  of  this  sightless 
veteran  !  Eternal  shame  pursue  you,  if  you  desert 
me  now  !  But  do.' — Alone  I  go^ — 'alone — to  die 
with  glory  by  my  monarch’s  side  ! 

Soldiers.  Rolla  !  we’ll  follow  thee  ! 

{Holla  rushes  out,  followed  by  Orano,  Officers, 
and  Soldiers.') 

O.  Man.  O  godlike  Rolla!  And  thou,  sun,  send 
from  thy  clouds  avenging  lightning  to  his  aid  ! 
Haste,  my  boy !  ascend  some  height,  and  tell  to 
my  impatient  terror,  what  thou  seest. 

Boy.  I  can  climb  this  rock,  and  the  tree  above. 
(Ascends  a  rock,  and  from  thence  into  the  tree.) 
O,  nov/  I  see  them — now — ^yes — and  the  Spaniards 
turninc:  by  the  steep. 

O.  Man.  Roila  follows  them? 

Boy.  He  doeS' — he  does — he  moves  like  an 
arrow !  Now  he  waves  his  arm  to  our  soldiers. 
{Heport  of  cannonheard.)  Now  there  is  fire  and  smoke. 

O.  Man.  Yes,  fire  is  the  weapon  of  those  fiends. 

Boy.  Tlie  wind  blows  oft'  the  smoke  :  they  are 
all  mixed  together. 

O.  Man.  Seest  thou  the  king? 

Boy.  Yes,  Rolla  is  near  him.  His  sword  sheds 
fire  as  he  strikes. 

O.  Mail.  Bless  thee,  Rolla !  Spare  not  the 
monsters. 

Boy.  Father!  father!  the  Spaniards  fly^ !  O, 
now  I  see  the  king  embracing  Rolla.  {Shouts  of 
victory,  flourish  of  trumpets,  <^c.) 

O.  Man.  {Falls  on  his  knees.)  Fountain  of  life  ! 
how  can  my  exhausted  breath  bear  to  thee  thanks 
for  this  one  moment  of  my  life !  My  boy,  come 
down  and  let  me  kiss  thee.  My  strength  is  gone. 
{The  Boy  descends.) 

Boy.  Let  me  help  you,  father — you  tremble  so. 

O.  Man.  ’Tis  with  transport,  boy  ! 

{Boy  leads  him  off.  Shouts,  flourish,  4’c.) 

Enter  Ataliba,  Rolla,  and  Peruvians. 

Ata.  In  the  name  of  my  people,  the  saviour  of 
whose  sovereign  you  have  this  day  been,  accept 
this  emblem  of  his  gratitude.  {Giving  Holla  his 
sun  of  diamonds.)  The  tear  that  falls  upon  it  may 
for  a  moment  dim  its  lustre,  yet  does  it  not  impair 
the  value  of  the  gift. 

Hoi.  It  was  the  hand  of  heaven,  not  mine,  that 
saved  my  king.  • 

Enter  Peruvian  Officer  and  Soldiers. 

Hoi.  Now,  soldier,  from  Alonzo? 

Ofli.  Alonzo’s  genius  soon  repaired  the  panic 
which  early  broke  our  ranks';  but  I  fear  we  have 
to  mourn  Alonzo's  loss;  his  eager  spirit  tirged  him 
too  far  in  the  pursuit. 

Ata.  How!  Alonzo  slain  ! 

1  Sol.  I  saw  him  fall. 

2  Sol.  Trust  me,  I  beheld  him  up  again  and 
fighting ;  he  was  then  surrounded  and  disarmed. 

Ata.  O!  victory,  dearly  purchased  ! 

Hoi.  O,  Cora  !  who  shall  tell  thee  this  ? 

Ata.  Rolla,  our  friend  is  lost — our  native  coun¬ 
try  saved  !  Our  private  sorrows  must  yield  to  the 
public  claim  for  triumph.  Now  go  we  to  fulfil 
the  first,  the  most  sacred  duty  which  belongs  to 
victory, — to  dry  the  widowed  and  the  orphaned 
tear  of  those  whose  brave  protectors  have  perished 
in  their  country’s  cause. 

[Triwiijihanl  march,  and  exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 

Scene  I.  A  uuld  Retreat  among  stupendous  rocks, 
— Cora  and  her  clidd^  with  other  tcives  and  chil¬ 
dren  of  the  Peruvian  warriors,  discovered, 

GLEE. —  Women. 

Fly  away,  time,  nor  be  the  anxious  hour  delaiy’d, 
Fly  away,  time,  that  soothes  the  heart  by  grief 
dismay’d ; 

Should  ghastly  death  appear  in  view, 

W e  can  dare  it ; 

With  friends  we  love,  so  brave,  so  true, 

W  e  w  ill  share  it. 

■  Fly  away  time,  &c. 

f  A  triumphant  march  of  the  army  is  heard  at 
a  distance.^ 

Worn.  Hush  !  hush  !  don’t  you  hear? 

A  distant  march  assails  the  ear  ; — 

Hark  !  louder  still  from  yonder  hill. 
Increasing  sounds  with  terror  lill — 

Enter  Warriors,  singing. 

(  Cora,  as  they  pass,  runs  through  the  ranks  with  her 
shild  in  her  arms  searching  for  Alonzo.) 

War.  Victor}"  now  has  made  us  free  ; 

We  haste,  we  haste,  oar  friends  to  see  ! 

Enter  Ataliba,  Rolla,  Peruvians,  S^c. 

Ata.  Thanks,  thanks,  my  children!  I  am  well : 
believe  it ;  the  blood  once  stopped,  my  wound  was 
nothing.  (Cora  at  length  approaches  Holla,  loho 
appears  to  have  been  mournfully  avoiding  her.') 

Cora.  W^here  is  Alon/.o  ?  (^Rolla  ttirns  away  in 
silence.  Cora  falls  at  the  king's  feet.^  Give  me  my 
husband  ;  give  this  child  his  father  ! 

Ata.  I  grieve  that  Alonzo  is  not  here. 

Cora.  Hoped  you  to  find  him  ? 

Ata.  Most  anxiously. 

Cora.  Ataliba  1  is  he  not  dead? 

Ata.  No  1  the  gods  will  have  heard  our  prayers. 
Cora.  Is  be  not  dead,  Ataliba? 

Ata.  He  lives— in  my  heart. 

Cora.  Oh  king  !  torture  me  not  thus  1  Speak 
out,  is  this  cliild  fatherless? 

Ata.  Dearest  Cora !  do  not  thus  dash  aside  the 
little  hope  that  still  remains. 

Cora.  The  little  hope  !  Yet  still  there  is  hope  1 
Speak  to  me,  Rolla,  you  are  the  friend  of  truth. 

Jlol.  Alonzo  has  not  been  found. 

Cora.  Not  found  1  What  mean  you  ?  Will  not 
you,  Rolla,  tell  me  true?  Oh!  let  me  not  hear 
the  thunder  rolling  at  a  distance  ;  let  the  bolt  tall 
and  crush  my  brain  at  once.  Say  not  that  he  is 
not  found  ;  say  at  once  that  he  is  dead. 

Rol.  Then  should  I  say  false. 

Cora.  False!  Blessings  on  thee  for  that  word! 
But  snatch  me  from  this  terrible  suspense.  ^  Lift 
up  thy  little  hands,  my  child  ;  perhaps^  thy  igno¬ 
rance  may  plead  better  than  thy  mother’s  agony, 
Rol.  Alonzo  is  taken  prisoner. 

Cora.  Prisoner!  and  by  the  Spaniards !  Pizarro’s 
prisoner  !  Then  is  he  dead.  ^  ^ 

Ata.  Hope  better.  The  richest  ransom  which 
our  realm  can  yield,  a  herald  shall  this  instant 

^^p  ’er.  Worn.  Oh !  for  Alonzo’s  ransom— our  gold, 
our  gems!— all!  all.!— Mere,  dear  Cora!— here! 
here!  (fFhe  Peruvian  women  eagerly  tear  off  all  their 
ornaments,  and  offer  them  to  Cora.) 

Ata.  Yes,  for  Alonzo’s  ransom  they  would  give 
all!  i  thank  thee.  Father,  who  hast  given  me 
such  heaits  to  rule  over ! 

Cora.  Now  one  boon  more,  beloved  monarch. 

Let  m«  go  with  the  herald. 


[Act  III. 

Ata.  Remember,  Cora,  thou  art  not  a  wife 
only,  but  a  mother  too :  hazard  not  your  own 
honour,  and  the  safety  of  your  infant.  Among 
these  barbarians,  the  sight  of  thy  youth,  thy  love¬ 
liness,  and  innocence,  would  but  rivet  faster  thy 
Alonzo’s  chains,  and  rack  his  heart  Avith  added 
fears  for  thee.  W  ait,  Cora,  the  return  of  the  herald, 
Cora.  Teach  me  how  to  live  till  then. 

Ata.  Now  we  go  to  offer  to  the  gods  thanks 
for  our  victory,  and  prayers  for  our  Alonzo’s 
safety.  [^March  and.  procession.  Exeunt. 

Scene  II.  The  Wood.  Enter  CoRA  and  Child. 

Cora.  Mild  innocence  !  what  will  become  of 
thee ! 

Enter  Rolla. 

Rol.  Cora,  I  attend  thy  summons  at  the  ap¬ 
pointed  spot. 

Cora.  Oh  my  child,  my  boy  ! — hast  thou  still 
a  father? 

Rol.  Cora,  can  thy  child  be  fatherless,  while 
Rolla  lives  ? 

Cora.  Will  he  not  soon  want  a  mother 
For  canst  thou  think  1  will  survive  Alonzo’s  losa-^ 
Rol.  Yes!  for  his  child’s  sake.  Yes,  as  thou 
didst  love  Alonzo,  Cora,  listen  to  Alonzo’s  friend.  > 
Cora.  You  bid  me  listen  to  the  world. 
was  not  Alonzo’s  friend  ? 

Rol.  His  parting  words - - 

Cora.  His  parting  words !  (^Wildly.)  Oh,  speak,. 
R.ol.  Consigned  to  me  two  precious  trusts — his- 
blessing  to  liis  sou  and  a  last  request  to  thee. 

Cora.  His  last  request !  his  last! — Oh,  name  it ! 
Rol.  If  I  fall,  said  he,  (and  sad  foi-ebodings 
shook  him  Avhile  he  spoke)  promise  to  take  my 
Cora  for  thy  wife  ;  be  thou  a  father  to  my  child. 

I  pledged  my  word  to  him,  and  we  parted.  Observ  e 
me,  Cora,  I  repeat  this  only,  as  my  faith  to  do  so 
was  given  to  Alonzo  ;  for  myself,  I  neither  cherish 
claim  nor  hope. 

Cora.  Ha  !  does  my  reason  fail  me,  or  what  is 
this  horrid  light  that  presses  on  my  brain?  Oh, 
Alonzo  !  it  may  be  thou  hast  fallen  a  victim  to  thy 
own  guileless  heart.  Hadst  thou  been  silent,  hadst 
thou  not  made  a  fatal  legacy  of  these  wretched 
charms - 

Rol.  Cora !  Avhat  hateful  suspicion  has  pos¬ 
sessed  thy  mind? 

Cora.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  clear.  His  spirit  was 
ensnared  ;  he  was  led  to  the  fatal  spot,  where 
mortal  valour  could  not  front  a  host  of  murderers  : 
he  fell.  In  vain  did  he  exclaim  for  help  to  Rolla. 
At  a  distance  you  looked  on  and  smiled.  You 
could  have  saved  him  ;  could,  but  did  not. 

Rol.  Oh,  glorious  sun  !  can  I  have  deserved 
this  ?  Cora,  rather  bid  me  strike  this  sword  into 
my  heart. 

Cora.  No  !  live  !  live  for  love  !  for  that  lowe 
thou  seekest:  whose  blossoms  are  to  shoot  from 
the  bleeding  grave  of  thy  betrayed  and  slaughtered 
friend  !  But  thou  hast  borne  to  me  the  last  words 
of  my  Alonzo.  Now  hear  n«He.  Sooner  shall  this 
boy  draw  poison  from  this  tortured  breast ;  sooner 
would  I  link  me  to  the  pallid  corse  of  the  meanest 
wretch  that  perished  with  Alonzo,  than  he  call 
Rolla  father,  than  I  call  Rolla  husband  ! 

Rol.  Yet  call  me  what  I  am, — thy  friend,  thy 
protector ! 

Cora.  {Distractedly.)  Away !  I  have  no  pro¬ 
tector  but  my  God  !  With  this  child  in  my  arms 
will  I  hasten  to  the  field  of  slaughter;  there, 
with  these  hands  will  I  turn  up  to  the  light  every 
mangled  body  ;  seeking,  howe’er  by  death  dis¬ 
figured,  the  sweet  smile  of  my  Alonzo.  With 
fearful  cries  I  Avill  shriek  out  his  name  ’till  my 
veins  snap  !  If  the  smallest  spark  of  life  remain, 
he  will  know  the  voice  of  his  Cora,  open  for  a 
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moment  his  unshrouded  eyes,  aud  bless  me  with 
a  last  look.  But  if  we  find  him  not — oh !  then, 
my  boy,  we  will  to  the  Spanish  camp.  That  look 
of  thine  will  win  me  passage  through  a  thousand 
swords.  They  too  are  men.  Is  there  a  heart  that 
could  drive  back  the  wife  that  seeks  her  bleeding 
husband ;  or  the  innocent  babe  that  cries  for  his 
imprisoned  father?  No,  no,  my  child;  every¬ 
where  we  shall  be  safe.  A  wretched  mother, 
bearing  a  poor  orphan  in  her  arras,  has  nature’s 
passport  through  the  world.  Yes,  yes,  my  son, 
we’ll  go  and  seek  thy  father.  with  the  child. 

Rol.  (^Af ter  a  pause  of  agitation.')  Could  I  have 
merited  one  breath  of  thy  reproaches,  Cora,  I 
should  be  the  wretch,  I  think  1  was  not  formed  to 
be.  Her  safety  must  be  my  present  puiy)ose,  then 
to  convince  her  she  has  wronged  me,. 

Scene  III.  Pizarro's  Tent,  PlZ\RRO  traversing 
the  scene  in  gloomy  and  furious  agitation. 

Piz.  Well,  capricious  idol,  fortune  ;  be  my  ruin 
•  thy  work  and  boast.  To  myself  I  will  still  be  true. 
Yet,  ere  I  fall,  grant  me  thy  smile  to  prosper  in 
one  act  of  vengeance,  and  be  that  smile  Alonzo’s 
death. 

Enter  Elvira. 

Who’s  there?  Who  dares  intrude?  Why  does 
my  guard  neglect  their  duty? 

Elv.  Your  guard  did  what  they  could;  but 
they  knew  their  duty  better  than  to  enforce  autho¬ 
rity  when  I  refused  obedience. 

Piz.  And  what  is  it  you  desire? 

Elv.  To  see  how  a  hei'O  bears  misfortune.  Thou, 
Pizarro,  art  not  now  collected — not  thyself. 

Piz.  VVould’st  thou  I  should  rejoice  that  the 
spears  of  the  enemy,  led  by  accursed  Alonzo,  have 
pierced  the  bravest  hearts  of  my  followers  ? 

Elv.  No!  I  would  have  thee  cold  and  dark  as 
the  night  that  follows  the  departed  storm  ;  still 
and  sullen  as  the  awful  pause  that  precedes  nature’s 
convulsion  :  yet  I  would  have  thee  feel  assured, 
that  a  new  morning  shall  arise,  when  the  warrior’s 
spirit  shall  stalk  forth  ;  nor  fear  the  future,  nor 
lament  the  past. 

Piz.  Woman !  Elvira !  why  had  not  all  ray 
men  hearts  like  thine? 

Elv.  Then  would  thy  brows  have  this  day  worn 
the  crown  of  Quito. 

Piz.  Oh  I  hope  fails  me  while  that  scourge  of 
my  life  and  fame,  Alonzo,  leads  the  enemy. 

Elv.  Pizarro,  I  am  come  to  probe  the  hero 
farther;  not  now  his  courage,  but  his  magnanimity. 
Alonzo  is  your  prisoner. 

Piz.  How ! 

Elv.  ’Tis  certain.  Valverde  saw  him  even  now 
dragged  in  chains  within  your  camp.  I  chose  to 
bring  you  the  intelligence  myself. 

Piz.  Bless  thee,  Elvira,  for  the  news  !  Alonzo 
in  my  power !  Then  I  am  the  conqueror ;  the 
victory  is  mine ! 

Elv.  Pizarro,  this  is  savage  and  unmanly 
triumph.  Believe  me,  you  raise  impatience  in  my 
mind  to  see  the  man,  whose  valour  and  whose 
genius  awe  Pizarro  ;  whose  misfortunes  are  Pi- 
zarro’s  triumph  ;  whose  bondage  is  Pizarro’s  safety. 

Piz.  Guard!  {Enter  Guard.)  Drag  here  the 
Spanish  prisoner,  Alonzo  !  Quick,  bring  the  traitor 
here.  \Exit  Guard. 

Elv.  What  shall  be  his  fate  ? 

Piz.  Death,  death,  in  lingering  torments  !  pro¬ 
tracted  to  the  last  stretch  that  burning  vengeance 
can  devise,  and  fainting  life  sustain. 

Elv.  Shame  on  thee  !  Wilt  thou  have  it  said, 
that  the  Peruvians  found  Pizarro  could  not  con¬ 
quer  ’till  Alonzo  felt  that  he  could  murder? 

piz.  Be  it  said.  I  care  not !  His  fate  is  sealed. 

Elv.  Follow  then  thy  will:  but  mark  me;  if 


basely  thou  dost  shed  the  blood  of  this  brave  youtli, 
Elvira’s  lost  to  thee  for  ever. 

Piz.  Why  this  interest  for  a  stranger  ?  What  is 
Alonzo’s  fate  to  thee? 

Elv.  His  fate?  Nothing!  Thy  glory,  every¬ 
thing!  Think’st  thou  I  could  love  thee,  stript  of 
fame,  of  honour,  aud  a  just  renown  I  Know  me 
better. 

Piz.  Thou  should’st  have  known  me  better. 
Thou  should’st  have  known,  that,  once  provoked 
to  hate,  I  am  for  ever  fixed  in  vengeance.  (Alonzo 
is  brought  in,  in  chains,  guarded.)  Welcome,  wel¬ 
come,  Don  Alonzo  de  Molina ;  ’tis  long  since  we 
have  met :  thy  mended  looks  should  speak  a  life 
of  rural  indolence.  How  is  it,  that  amid  the  toils 
and  cares  of  war,  thou  dost  preserve  the  healthful 
bloom  of  careless  ease  ?  Tell  me  thy  secret. 

AL  Thou  wilt  not  profit  by  it.  Whate’er  the 
toils  or  cares  of  war,  peace  still  is  here.  (Putting 
his  hand  to  his  heart. ) 

Piz.  Sarcastic  boy ! 

Elv.  Thou  art  answered  rightly.  Why  sport 
with  the  unfortunate  ? 

Piz.  And  thou  art  wedded  too,  I  hear  ;  aye, 
and  the  father  of  a  lovely  boy — the  heir,  no  doubt, 
of  all  his  father’s  loyalty;  of  all  his  mother’s  faith. 

Al.  The  heir,  I  trust,  of  all  his  father’s  scorn 
of  fraud,  oppression,  and  hypocrisy  ;  the  heir,  I 
hope,  of  all  his  mother’s  virtue,  gentleness,  and 
truth  :  the  heir,  I’m  sure,  to  all  Pizarro’s  hate. 

Piz.  Really !  Now,  do  I  feel  for  this  poor 
oqjhan  ;  for  fatherless  to-morrow’s  sun  shall  see 
that  child.  Alonzo,  thy  hours  are  numbered. 

Elv.  Pizarro,  no  ! 

Piz.  Hence  !  or  dread  my  anger. 

Elv.  I  will  not  hence ;  nor  do  I  dread  thy  anger. 

Al.  Generous  loveliness  !  Spare  thy  unavailing 
pity.  Seek  not  to  thwart  the  tiger  with  his  prey 
beneath  his  fangs. 

Piz,  Audacious  rebel !  Thou,  a  fenegado  from 
thy  monarch  and  thy  God  ! 

Al.  ’Tis  false, 

Piz.  Art  thou  not — tell  me — a  deserter  from 
thy  country’s  legions?  And  with  vile  heathens 
leagued,  hast  thou  not  warred  against  thy  native 
land?  ^ 

Al.  No!  deserter  I  am  none.  I  was  not  born 
among  robbers  !  pirates  !  murderers !  When  those 
legions,  lured  by  the  abhorred  lust  of  gold,  and  by 
thy  foul  ambition  urged,  forgot  the  honour  of 
Castilians,  aud  forsook  the  duties  of  humanity, 
they  deserted  me.  I  have  not  warred  against  my 
native  land,  but  against  those  who  have  usurped 
its  power.  The  banners  of  my  country,  when  first 
I  followed  arms  beneath  them,  were  justice,  faith, 
and  mercy.  If  these  are  beaten  down,  and  trampled 
under  foot,  I  have  no  country,  nor  exists  the 
power  entitled  to  reproach  me  with  revolt. 

Piz.  The  power  to  judge  and  punish  thee  at 
least  exists. 

Al.  Where  are  my  judges? 

Piz.  Thou  would’st  appeal  to  the  war  council? 

Al.  If  the  good  Las-Casas  have  yet  a  seat 
there,  yes  ;  if  not,  I  appeal  to  heaven  ! 

Piz.  And  to  impose  upon  the  folly  of  Las- 
Casas,  what  would  be  the  excuses  of  thy  treason? 

of  Las-Casas  !  Such,  doubtless, 
his  mild  precepts  seem  to  thy  hard-hearted  wis¬ 
dom  !  O !  would  I  might  have  lived  as  I  will  die, 
a  sharer  in  the  follies  of  Las-Casas  ! 

Al.  To  him  I  should  not  need  to  urge  the  foul 
barbarities  which  drove  me  from  your  side  ;  but  I 
would  gently  lead  him  by  the  hand,  through  all 
the  lovmy  fields  of  Quito  ;  there,  in  many  a  spot, 
where  late  was  barrenness  and  waste,  I  would 
show  him  how  now  the  opening  blossom,  blade,  or 
perfumed  bud,  sweet  bashful  pledges  of  delicious 
harvest,  wafting  their  incense  to  the  ripening  sun. 
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[Act  IV. 


give  cheerful  promise  to  the  hope  of  industry. 
This  I  would  say,  is  my  work!  I  would  show  him 
many  an  eye,  and  many  a  hand,  by  gentleness 
trom  error  won,  raised  in  pure  devotion  to  the 
true  and  only  God !  This  too  I  could  tell  him  is 
Alonzo's  work !  Then  would  Las-Casas  clasp  me 
in  his  aged  arms  ;  from  his  uplifted  eyes  a  tear  of 
gracious  thankfulness  would  fall  upon  my  head  ; 
and  that  one  blessed  drop  would  be  to  me  at  once 
this  world’s  best  proof,  that  I  had  acted  rightly 
here,  and  surest  hope  of  my  Creator’s  mercy  and 
reward  hereafter. 

Elv.^  Happy,  virtuous  Alonzo!  And  thou,  Pizarro, 
would  st  appal  with  fear  of  death  a  man  who  thinks 
and  acts  as  he  does  1 

Piz.  Daring,  obstinate  enthusiast !  But  know, 
the  pious  blessing  of  thy  preceptor’s  tears  does 
not  await  thee  here  ;  he  has  lied  like  thee  j  like 
thee,  no  doubt, ^  to  join  the  foes  of  Spain.  The 
perilous  trial  of  the  next  reward  you  hope,  is 
nearer  than  perhaps  you’ve  thought;  for,  by  my 
country’s  wrongs,  and  by  mine  own,  to-morrow’s 
sun  shall  see  thy  death. 

jE/u.  Hold  !  Pizarro,  hear  me  !  If  not  always 
justly,  at  least  act  always  greatly.  Name  not  thy 
country’s  wrongs  ;  ’tis  plain  they  have  no  share  in 
thy  resentment.  Thy  fury  ’gainst  this  youth  is 
private  hate,  and  deadly  personal  revenge  ;  if  tliis 
be  so — and  even  now  thy  detected  conscience  in 
that  look  avows  it — profane  not  the  name  of  justice 
or  thy  country’s  cause,  but  let  him  arm,  and  bid 
him  to  the  field  on  equal  terras. 

Piz.  Ollicious  advocate  for  treason — peace  ! 
Bear  him  hence  ;  he  knows  his  sentence. 

Al.  Thy  revenge  is  eager,  and  I’m  thankful 
for  it; — to  me  thy  haste  is  mercy.  For  thee, 
sweet  pleader  in  misfortune’s  cause,  accept  my 
parting  thanks.  This  camp  is  not  thy  proper 
sphere.  Wert  thou  among  yon  savages,  as  they 
are  called,  thou’dst  find  companions  more  conge¬ 
nial  to  thy  heart. 

Piz.  Yes  ;  she  shall  bear  the  tidings  of  thy 
death  to  Cora. 

Al.  Inhuman  man !  that  pang  at  least  might 
have  been  spared  me  ;  but  thy  malice  shall  not 
shake  my  constancy.  I  go  to  death  ;  many  shall 
bless,  and  none  will  curse  my  memory.  Thou  still 
wil t  li ve,  and  still  wilt  be — Pizarro.  [E.xit,  guarded. 

Elv.  Now  by  the  indignant  scorn  that  burns 
upon  ray  cheek,  ray  soul  is  shamed  and  sickened 
at  the  meanness  of  thy  vengeance, 

Piz.  What  has  thy  romantic  folly  aimed  at? 
He  is  mine  enemy  and  in  my  power. 

Elv.  He  is  in  your  power,  and  therefore  is  no 
more  an  enemy.  Pizarro,  I  demand  not  of  thee 
virtue  ;  I  ask  not  from  thee  nobleness  of  mind  ;  I 
require  only  just  dealing  to  the  fame  thou  hast 
acquired.  Be  not  the  assassin  of  thine  own  renown. 
Do  not  an  act  which,  howe’er  thy  present  power 
may  gloss  it  to  the  world,  will  make  thee  hateful 
to  all  future  ages — accursed  and  scorned  by 
posterity. 

Piz.  And  should  posterity  applaud  my  deeds, 
think’st  thou  my  mouldering  bones  would  rattle 
then  with  transport  in  my  tomb  ?  This  is  renown 
for  visionary  boys  to  dream  of ;  I  understand  it  not. 
The  fame  I  value  shall  uplift  my  living  estimation, 
o’erbear  with  popular  support  the  envy  of  my  foes, 
advance  my  purposes,  and  aid  my  power. 

Elv.  Pizarro,  you  no  longer  love  me. 

Piz.  It  is  not  so,  Elvira.  But  what  might  I 
not  suspect?  This  wondrous  interest  for  a  stranger  I 
Take  back  thy  reproach. 

Elv.  No,  Pizarro  ;  as  'yet  I  am  not  lost  to  you 
-—one  string  still  remains,  and  binds  me  to  your 
fate.  Do  not,  I  conjure  you — do  not,  for  thine  own 
sake,  tear  it  asunder.  Shed  not  Alonzo’s  blood. 

Pis,  My  resolution  is  fixed. 


Elv.  Even  though  that  moment  lost  you  Elvira 
for  ever  ? 

Piz.  Even  so. 

EZn.  Pizarro,  ifnot  to  honour,  if  not  to  humanity, 
yet  listen  to  affection  ;  bear  some  memory  of  the 
sacrifices  I  have  made  for  thy  sake.  Have  I  not 
for  thee  quitted  my  parents,  my  friends,  my  fame, 
my  native  laud?  When  escaping,  did  I  not  risk, 
in  rushing  to  thy  arms,  to  bury  myself  in  the 
bosom  of  the  deep?  Have  I  not  shared  all  thy 
perils,  heavy  storms  at  sea,  and  frightful ’scapes  on 
shore  ?  Even  on  this  dreadful  day,  amid  the  rout 
of  battle,  who  remained  firm  and  constant  at 
Pizarro’s  side?  Who  presented  her  bosom  as  his 
shield  to  the  assailing  foe? 

Piz.  ’Tis  truly  spoken  all.  In  love,  thou  art 
thy  sex’s  miracle ;  in  war,  the  soldier’s  pattern ; 
and  therefore  my  Avhole  heart  and  half  my  acqui¬ 
sitions  are  thy  right. 

Elv.  Convince  me  I  possess  the  first, — I  ex¬ 
change  all  title  to  the  latter,  for — mercy  to  Alonzo. 

Piz.  No  more  1  Had  I  intended  to  prolong  his 
doom,  each  word  thou  utterest  now  Avould  hasten 
on  his  fate. 

Elv.  Alonzo  then  at  morn  wall  die  ? 

Piz.  Think’st  thou  yon  sun  will  set?  As  surely 
at  his  rising  shall  Alonzo  die. 

Elv,  Then  be  it  done.  The  string  is  crack’d— 
sundered  for  ever.  But  mark  me!  Thou  hast 
heretofore  had  cause,  ’tis  true,  to  doubt  my  reso¬ 
lution,  howe’er  offended.  But  mark  me  now  :  the 
lips  which,  cold  and  jeering,  barbing  revenge  with 
rancorous  mockery,  can  insult  a  fallen  enemy, 
shall  never  more  receive  the  pledge  of  love  :  the 
arm  which,  unshaken  by  its  bloody  purpose,  shall 
assign  to  needless  torture  the  victim  who  avows  his 
heart,  never  more  shall  press  the  hand  of  faith  ! 
Pizarro,  scorn  not  my  words ;  beware  you  slight 
them  not !  I  feel  how  noble  are  the  motives  which 
now  animate  my  thoughts.  Who  could  not  feel  as 
I  do,  I  condemn  : — who,  feeling  so,  yet  would  not 
act  as  I  shall,  I  despise. 

Piz.  I  have  heard  thee,  Elvira,  and  know  w'ell 
the  noble  motives  which  inspire  thee,  fit  advocate 
in  virtue’s  cause!  Believe  me,  I  pity  thy  tender 
feelings  for  the  youth  Alonzo!  Hedies  at  sun¬ 
rise  !  [i'ixit. 

Elv.  ’Tis  well!  ’Tis  just  I  should  be  humbled.  I 
had  forgotten  myself,  and  in  the  cause  of  innocence 
assumed  the  tone  of  virtue.  ’Twas  fit  I  should  be 
rebuked;  and  by  Pizarro.  Fall,  fall,  ye  few 
reluctant  drops  of  w'eakness  !  the  last  these  ej^es 
shall  ever  shed.  How  a  woman  can  love,  Pizarro, 
thou  hast  known  too  well ;  hoAv  she  can  hate,  thou 
hast  yet  to  learn.  Yes  thou  undaunted!  Thou, 
whom  yet  no  mortal  hazard  has  appalled!  Thou, 
who  on  Panama’s  brow  didst  make  alliance  with 
the  raving  elements,  that  tore  the  silence  of  that 
horrid  night,  when  thou  didst  follow,  as  thy  pio¬ 
neer,  the  crashing  thunder’s  drift,  and  stalking  o’er 
the  trembling  earth,  didst  plant  thy  banner  by  the 
red  volcano’s  mouth  !  Thou,  Avho  Avhen  battling 
on  the  sea,  and  thy  brave  ship  was  blown  to  splin¬ 
ters,  wast  seen,  as  thou  didst  bestride  a  fragment 
of  the  smoking  wreck,  to  wave  thy  glittering  sword 
above  thy  head  ;  as  thou  would’st  defy  the  Avorld 
in  that  extremity  !  Come,  fearless  man,  now  meet 
the  last  and  fellest  peril  of  thy  life,  meet !  and  sur¬ 
vive  an  injured  woman’s  fury,  if  thou  canst.  [E.v<V. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — A  dungeon.  Alonzo  in  chains.  A 
Cenlinel  walking  near. 

Al.  For  the  last  lime,  I  have  beheld  the  sha¬ 
dowed  ocean  close  upon  the  light.  For  the  last 
time,  through  my  cleft  dungeo^j^i’s  rot»f,  I  now 
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Scene  1.] 

behold  the  quivering  lustre  of  the  sturs.  For  the 
last  time,  oh  sun  I  (and  soon  the  hour)  1  shall 
behold  thy  rising,  and  thy  level  beams  melting  the 
pale  mists  of  morn  to  glittering  dew-drops.  Then 
comes  my  deatli ;  and  in  the  morning  of  my  day,  1 
tall,  which — no,  Alonzo,  date  not  the  life  which 
thou  hast  run,  by  the  mean  reckoning  of  the  hours 
and  days  which  thou  hast  breathed  : — a  life  spent 
worthily  should  be  measured  by  a  nobler  line  ;  by 
deeds,  not  year's.  Then  wouldst  thou  murmur 
not,  but  bless  the  providence,  which,  in  so  short  a 
span,  made  thee  the  instrument  of  wide  and  spread¬ 
ing  blessings,  to  the  helpless  and  oppressed ! 
Though  sinking  in  decrepit  age,  he  prematurely 
falls,  whose  memory  records  no  benefit  conferred 
by  him  on  man.  They  only  have  lived  long,  who 
have  lived  virtuously. 

Enter  a  Soldier — sheivs  a  passport  to  the  Centinel, 
who  iL'ithdraws. 

Al.  What  bear  you  there? 

Sol.  These  refreshments  I  was  ordered  to  leave 
in  your  dungeon. 

Al.  By  whom  ordered ? 

Sol.  By  the  lady  Elvira.  She  will  be  here  her¬ 
self  before  the  dawn. 

Al.  Bear  back  to  her  my  humblest  thanks  ;  and 
take  thou  the  refreshments,  friend.  I  need  them 
not. 

Sol.  I  have  served  under  you,  Don  Alonzo. 
Pardon  my  saying,  that  my  heart  pities  you.  [Exit. 

Al.  In  PizaiTo’s  camp,  to  pity  the  unfortunate, 
no  doubt  requires  forgiveness.  (Looking  out.) 
Surely,  even  now,  thin  streaks  of  glimmering  light 
steal  on  the  darkness  of  the  east.  If  so,  my  life 
is  but  one  hour  more.  I  will  not  watch  the  coming 
dawn  ;  but  in  the  darkness  of  my  cell,  my  last 
prayer  to  thee,  power  supreme  !  shall  be  for  my 
t  wife  and  child !  Grant  them  to  dwell  in  innocence 
and  peace ;  grant  health  and  purity  of  mind — all 
else  is  worthless.  (Enters  the  cavern.) 

Cen.  Who’s  there  ?  answer  quickly !  who’s 
there  ? 

Rolla.  (Within.)  A  friar  come  to  visit  your 
prisoner.  (Enters,  disguised  as  a  monk.)  Inform 
me,  friend,  is  not  Alonzo,  the  Spanish  prisoner, 
confined  in  this  dungeon? 

Ce7i.  He  is. 

Rol.  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Cen.  You  must  not. 

Rol.  He  is  my  friend. 

Cen.  Not  if  he  were  your  brother. 

Rol.  What  is  to  be  his  fate  ? 

Cen.  He  dies  at  sun-rise. 

Rol.  Ha !  then  I  am  come  in  time. 

Cen.  Just — to  witness  his  death. 

Rol.  Soldier,  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Cen.  Back !  back  !  it  is  impossible. 

Rol.  I  do  entreat  you,  but  for  one  moment. 

Cen.  You  entreat  in  vain.  My  orders  are  most 
strict. 

Rol.  Even  now,  I  saw  a  messenger  go  hence. 

Cen.  He  brought  a  pass,  which  we  are  all 
accustomed  to  obey. 

Rol.  Look  on  this  wedge  of  massive  gold : 
look  on  these  precious  gems.  In  thy  own  land 
they  will  be  wealth  for  thee  and  thine,  beyond  thy 
hope  or  wish.  Take  them ;  they  are  thine. — Let 
me  but  pass  one  minute  with  Alonzo. 

Cen.  Away  !  W ould’st  thou  corrupt  me  ?  me ! 
an  old  Castilian  !  I  know  my  duty  better. 

Rol.  Soldier  !  hast  thou  a  wife? 

Cen.  I  have. 

Rol.  Hast  thou  children  ? 

Cen.  Four:  honest,  lively  boys. 

Rol.  Where  didst  thou  leave  them? 

Cen.  In  my  native  village  j  even  in  the  cot 
where  myself  was  born. 


Rol.  Dost  thou  love  thy  children  and  thy 
wife? 

Cen,  Do  I  love  them !  God  knows  my  heart, 
I  do. 

Rol.  Soldier !  imagine  thou  wert  doomed  to 
die  a  cruel  death  in  this  strange  land  :  what  would 
be  thy  last  request? 

Cen.  That  some  of  my  comrades  should  carry 
my  dying  blessing  to  my  wife  and  children. 

Rol.  Oh !  but  if  that  comrade  were  at  thy  prison 

gate,  and  should  there  be  told - thy  feliow-sol- 

dier  dies  at  sun-rise,  yet  thou  shalt  not  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  see  him,  nor  shalt  thou  bear  his  dying  bless¬ 
ing  to  his  poor  children  or  his  wretched  wife,  what 
wouldst  thou  think  of  him,  who  thus  could  drive 
thy  comrade  from  the  door  ? 

Ce7i.  How ! 

Rol.  Alonzo  has  a  wife  and  child.  I  am  come 
but  to  receive  for  her,  and  for  her  babe,  the  last 
blessing  of  my  friend. 

Cen.  Go  in.  (Retires.) 

Rol.  Oh,  holy  Nature!  thou  dost  never  plead 
in  vain.  There  is  not,  of  our  earth,  a  creature 
bearing  form  and  life,  human  or  savage;  native  of 
the  forest  wild,  or  giddy  air ;  around  whose  parent 
bosom,  thou  hast  not  a  cord  entwined  of  power  to 
tie  them  to  their  offspring’s  claims,  and  at  thy  will 
to  draw  them  back  to  thee.  On  iron  pinions  borne, 
the  blood-stained  vulture  cleaves  the  storm,  yet  is 
the  plumage  closest  to  her  breast  soft  as  the  cyg¬ 
net’s  down  ;  and  o’er  her  unshelled  brood  the 
murmuring  ring-dove  sits  not  more  gently!  Yes, 
now  he  is  beyond  the  porch,  barring  the  outer  gate. 
Alonzo !  Alonzo  !  my  friend !  Ha !  in  gentle  sleep  ! 
Alonzo — rise ! 

Al.  How!  is  my  hour  elapsed?  Well,  (Re- 
tur7nng  fro7n  the  recess.)  I  am  ready'. 

Rol.  Alonzo  !  know  me. 

Al.  What  voice  is  that? 

Rol.  ’TisRolla’s. 

Al.  Rolla!  my  friend!  (Embraces  hhn.)  Hea¬ 
vens! — how  couldst  thou  pass  the  guard?  Did 
this  habit - 

Rol.  There  is  not  a  moment  to  be  lost  in  words. 
This  disguise  I  tore  from  the  dead  body  of  a  friar, 
as  I  passed  our  field  of  battle ;  it  has  gained  me 
entrance  to  thy  dungeon ;  now  take  it  thou,  and 

fly. 

Al.  And  Rolla - 

Rol.  Will  remain  here  in  thy  place. 

Al.  Anddie  forme?  No;  rather  eternal  tortures 
rack  me. 

Rol.  I  shall  not  die,  Alonzo.  It  is  thy  life 
Pizarro  seeks,  not  Rolla’s  ;  and  from  my  prison 
soon  will  thy  arm  deliver  me ;  or,  should  it  be 
otherwise,  I  am  as  a  blighted  plantain,  standing 
alone  amid  the  sandy  desert.  Nothing  seeks  or 
lives  beneath  my  shelter.  Thou  art— a  husband 
and  a  father ;  the  being  of  a  lovely  wife  and  help¬ 
less  infant  hangs  upon  thy  life.  Go  !  go  !  Alonzo  ! 
Go,  to  save,  not  thyself,  but  Cora  and  thy  child  ! 

Al.  Urge  me  not  thus,  my  friend.  I  had  pre¬ 
pared  to  die  in  peace. 

Rol.  To  die  in  peace!  devoting  her  you’ve 
sworn  to  live  for,  to  madness,  misery,  and  death  * 
For  be  assured,  the  state  I  left  her  in  forbids  all 
hope,  but  from  thy  quick  return. 

Al.  Oh  God ! 

Rol.  If  thou  art  yet  irresolute,  Alonzo,  now 
heed  me  well.  I  think  thou  hast  not  known  that 
Rolla  ever  pledged  his  word,  and  shrunk  from  its 
tullilment.  And  by  the  heart  of  truth  I  swear,  if 
thou  art  proudly  obstinate  to  deny  thy  friend  the 
transport  of  preserving  Cora’s  life  in  thee,  no 
power  that  swa3's  the  will  of  man  shall  stir  me 
hence  ;  and  thou’lt  but  have  the  desperate  triumph 
of  seeing  Rolla  perish  by  thy  side,  with  the  assured 
conviction,  that  Cora  and  thy  child  are  lostfor  ever ! 
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[Act  IV. 


Al.  Oh,  Rolla !  y6u  distract  me ! 

Rol.  A  moment’s  further  pause,  and  all  is  lost. 
The  dawn  approaches.  Fear  not  for  me.  I  will 
treat  with  Fizarro  as  for  surrender  and  submission. 
I  shall  gain  time,  doubt  not,  while  thou,  with  a 
chosen  band,  passing  the  secret  way,  may’st  at 
night  return,  release  thy  friend,  and  bear  him  back 
in  triumph.  Yes,  hasten,  dear  Alonzo.  Even  now 
I  hear  the  frantic  Cora  call  thee.  Haste !  haste  ! 
haste ! 

Ai.  Rolla,  I  fear  your  friendship  drives  me  from 
honour,  and  from  right.  , 

Rol.  Did  Rolla  ever  counsel  dishonour  to  his 
friend? 

AL  Oh,  my  preserver !  {Embracing  him.') 

Rol.  I  feel  thy  warm  tears  dropping  on  my 
cheek.  Go  ;  I  am  rewarded.  (Throws  the  friar  s 
garment  over  Alonzo.)  There,  conceal  thy  face ; 
and  that  they  may  not  clank,  hold  fast  thy  chains. 
Now,  God  be  with  thee! 

Al.  At  night  we  meet  again.  Then,  so  aid  me 
heaven  1  I  return  to  save,  or  perish  with  thee  ! 

[Exit. 

Rol.  He  has  passed  the  outer  porch — he  is 
safe  !  He  will  soon  embrace  his  wife  and  child  ! 
Now,  Cora,  didst  thou  not  wrong  me?  This  is 
the  iirst  time,  throughout  my  life,  I  ever  deceived 
man.  Forgive  me,  God  of  truth  I  if  I  am  wrong. 
Alonzo  flatters  himself  that  we  shall  meet  again  I 
Yes,  there!  (lifting  his  hands  to  heaven)  assuredly 
we  shall  meet  again ;  there  possess  in  peace,  the 
joys  of  everlasting  1  ove  and  friendship  ;  on  earth, 
imperfect  and  embittered.  I  will  retire,  lest  the 
guard  return  before  Alonzo  may  have  passed  their 
lines.  (Retires  into  the  recess.) 

Enter  Elvira. 

Elv.  No,  not  Pizarro’s  brutal  taunts,  nor  the 
glowing  admiration  which  I  feel  for  this  noble 
youth,  shall  raise  an  interest  in  my  harassed  bosom, 
which  honour  would  not  sanction.  If  he  reject  the 
vengeance  my  heart  has  sworn  against  the  tyrant, 
Avhose  death  alone  can  save  this  land  ;  yet  shall 
the  delight  be  mine,  to  restore  him  to  his  Cora’s 
arms,  to  his  dear  child,  and  to  the  unoffending 
people,  whom  his  virtues  guide,  and  valour  guards. 
Alonzo,  come  forth  ! 

Enter  Rolla. 

Ha!  Avho  art  thou?  Where  is  Alonzo? 

Rol.  Alonzo’s  fled. 

Elv.  Fled! 

Rol.  Yes;  and  he  must  not  be  pursued.  Pardon 
this  roughness,  (seizing  her  hand)  but  a  moment  s 
precious  to  Alonzo’s  flight. 

Elv.  What  if  I  call  the  guard  ? 

Rol.  Do  so  ;  Alonzo  still  gains  time. 

Elv.  What  if  thus  I  free  myself?  (Shews  a  dagger) 

Rol.  Strike  it  to  my  heart !  Still  with  the  con¬ 
vulsive  grasp  of  death.  I’ll  hold  thee  fast. 

Elv.  Release  me !  I  give  my  faith,  I  neither 
will  alarm  the  guard  nor  cause  pursuit. 

Rol.  At  once,  I  trust  thy  word.  A  feeling  bold¬ 
ness  in  those  eyes  assures  me  that  thy  soul  is  noble. 

Elv.  What  is  thy  name  ?  Speak  ‘freely  ;  by  my 
order  the  guard  is  removed  beyond  the  outer  porch. 

Rol.  My  name  is  Rolla. 

Elv.  The  Peruvian  leader  ? 

Rol.  I  was  so  yesterday  ;  to-day,  the  Spaniard’s 
captive. 

Elv.  And  friendship  for  Alonzo  moved  thee  to 
this  act? 

Rol.  Alonzo  is  my  friend.  I  am  prepared  to 
die  for  him.  Yet  is  the  cause  a  motive  stronger 
far  than  friendship. 

Elv.  One  only  passion  else  could  urge  such 
generous  rashness. 

Jiol.  And  that  is - 


Eh.  Love? 

Rol.  True. 

Elv.  Gallant,  ingenuous  Rolla!  Know  that  my 
purpose  here  was  thine;  and  were  I  to  save  thy 
friend - 

Rol.  How !  a  woman  blessed  with  gentleness 
and  courage,  and  3fet  not  Cora  ! 

Elv.  Does  Rolla  think  so  meanly  of  all  female 
hearts? 

Rol.  Not  so.  You  are  worse  and  better  than 
we  are. 

Elv.  Were  I  to  save  thee,  Rolla,  from  the  tyrant’s 
vengeance  ;  restore  thee  to  thy  native  land,  and 
thy  native  land  to  peace,  would’st  thou  not  rank 
Elvira  with  the  good  ? 

Rol.  To  judge  the  action,!  must  know  the  means. 

Elv.  Take  this  dagger. 

Rol.  How  to  be  used  ? 

Elv.  I  will  conduct  thee  to  the  tent  where  fell 
Pizarro  sleeps  ;  the  scourge  of  innocence,  the  ten'or 
of  thy  race,  the  tiend  that  desolates  thy  afflicted 
country. 

Rol.  Have  you  not  been  injured  by  Pizarro? 

Elv.  Deeply  as  scorn  and  insult  can  infuse  their 
deadly'  venom. 

Rol.  And  you  ask  that  I  shall  murder  him  in 
his  sleep  ! 

Elv.  Would  he  not  have  murdered  Alonzo  in 
his  chains  ?  He  that  sleeps,  and  he  that’s  bound, 
are  equally  defenceless.  Hear  me,  Rolla;  so  may 
I  prosper  in  this  perilous  act,  as  searching  my  full 
heart,  I  have  put  by  ail  rancorous  motive  of  pri¬ 
vate  vengeance  there,  and  feel  that  I  advance  to 
my  dread  purpose  in  the  cause  of  human  nature, 
and  at  the  call  of  sacred  justice. 

Rol.  The  God  of  Justice  sanctifies  no  evil  as  a 
step  towards  good.  Great  actions  cannot  be  achieved 
by  wicked  means. 

Elv.  Then,  Peruvian,  since  thou  dost  feel  so 
coldly  for  thy  country’s  wrongs,  this  hand,  though 
it  revolt  my  soul,  shall  strike  the  blow. 

Rol.  Then  is  thy  destruction  certain,  and  for 
Peru  thou  perishest !  Give  me  the  dagger  ! 

Elv.  Now  follow  me;  but  first — and  dreadful  is 
the  hard  necessity — 'you  must  strike  down  the  guard. 

•  Rol.  The  soldier  who  is  on  duty  here  ? 

Elv.  Yes,  him;  else,  seeing  thee,  the  alarm 
will  be  instant. 

Rol.  And  I  must  stab  that  soldier  as  I  pass? — 
Take  back  thy  dagger. 

Elv.  Rolla ! 

Rol.  That  soldier,  mark  me,  is  a  man  !  All  are 
not  men  that  bear  the  human  form.  He  refused  my 
prayers — refused  my  gold — denying  to  admit  me 
— ’till  his  own  feelings  bribed  him.  For  my  nation’s 
safety,  I  would  not  harm  that  man  ! 

Elv.  Then  he  must  with  us.  I  will  answ'er  for 
his  safety. 

Rol.  Be  that  plainly  understood  between  us  : 
for,  whate’er  betide  our  enterprise,  I  will  not  risk 
a  hair  of  that  man’s  head,  to  save  my  heartstrings 
from  consuming  fire.  \^E.xeuht. 

Scene  II.  The  Inside  of  Pizarro’s  Tent.  Pizarro 
on  a  couch. 

Piz.  (In  his  sleep.)  No  mercy,  traitor.  Now 
at  his  heart  1  Stand  off  there,  you — Let  me  see 
him  bleed  !  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Let  me  hear  that 
groan  again. 

Enter  Rolla  and  Elvira. 

Elv.  There  ! — ^Now  lose  not  a  moment. 

Rol.  You  must  leave  me  now.  This  scene  of 
blood  fits  not  a  woman’s  presence. 

Elv.  But  a  moment’s  pause  may — 

Rol.  Go  !  Retire  to  your  own  tent,  and  return 
not  here.  I  will  come  to  yoiu  Be  thou  not  known 
in  this  business,  I  implore  you. 
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Scene  2.J 

Elv.  I  will  withdraw  the  guard  that  waits. 

[JGxif  Elvira, 

Eol.  Now  have  I  in  my  power  the  accursed 
destroyer  of  my  country’s  peace  :  yet  tranquilly  he 
rests'.  God!  can  this  man  sleep ? 

Piz.  (^In  his  sleep.)  Away!  away!  Hideous 
fiends  !  Tear  not  my  bosom  thus  ! 

Rol.  No:  I  was  in  error.  The  balm  of  sweet 
repose  he  never  more  can  know.  Look  here,  am¬ 
bition’s  fools !  Ye,  by  whose  inhuman  pride,  the 
bleeding  sacrifice  of  nations  is  held  as  nothing ; 
behold  the  rest  of  the  guilty  !  He  is  at  my  mercy ; 
and  one  blow ! — No  !  iny  heart  and  hand  refuse  the 
act;  Rolla  cannot  be  an  assassin! — Yet  Elvira 
must  be  saved  !  (^Approaches  the  coucji.)  Pizarro  ! 
awake ! 

Piz.  {Starts  tq}.)  Who? — Guard! — • 

Rol.  Speak  not.  Another  word  is  thy  death. 
Call  not  for  aid  !  This  arm  will  be  swifter  than  thy 
guard. 

Piz.  Who  art  thou?  and  what  is  thy  will? 

Rol.  I  am  thine  enemy  !  Peruvian  Rolla !  Thy 
death  is  not  my  will,  or  I  could  have  slain  thee, 
sleeping. 

Piz.  Speak;  what  else? 

Rol.  Now  thou  art  at  my  mercy,  answer  me. 
Did  a  Peruvian  ever  yet  wrong  or  injure  thee,  or 
any  of  thy  nation  ?  Did’st  thou,  or  any  of  thy 
nation,  ever  yet  shew  mercy  to  a  Peruvian  in  your 

{lower?  Now  shalt  thou  feel,  and  if  thou  hast  a 
leart,  thou’lt  feel  it  keenly !—  a  Peruvian’s  ven¬ 
geance  ! — {Drops  the  dagger  at  his  feet.)  There  ! 
Piz,  Is  it  possible  ! 

Rol.  Can  Pi/.arro  be  surprised  at  this  ?  I 
thought  forgiveness  of  injuries  had  been  the  Chris¬ 
tian’s  precept.  Thou  see’st,  at  least,  it  is  the 
Peruvian’s  practice. 

Piz.  Rolla,  thou  hast  indeed  surprised — sub¬ 
dued  me. 

Re-enter  ElvIRA,  not  seeing  Pizarro. 

Elv.  Is  it  done?  Is  he  dead?  {Sees  Pizarro.) 
How  !  still  living !  Then  I  am  lost !  And  for  you, 
wretched  Peruvians  !  mercy  is  no  more  !  Oh,  Rolla ! 
treacherous,  or  Cowardly? — 

Piz.  How  !  Can  it  be  that — 

Rol.  Away !  Elvira  speaks  she  knows  not 
what ! — Leave  me  {To  Elvira,)  I  conjure  you, 
with  Pizarro. 

Elv.  How !  Rolla,  dost  thou  think  I  shall 
retract  ?  Or  that  I  meanly  will  deny,  that  in  thy 
hand  I  placed  a  poniard  to  be  plunged  into  that 
tyrant’s  heart?  No!  my  sole  regret  is,  that  I 
trusted  to  thy  weakness,  and  did  not  strike  the 
blow  myself.  Too  soon  thou’lt  learn  that  mercy  to 
that  man  is  direct  cruelty  to  all  thy  race  ! 

Piz.  Guard !  quick !  a  guard !  to  seize  this  frantic 
woman. 

Elv.  Yes,  a  guard!  I  call  them  too  !  And  soon 
I  know  they’ll  lead  me  to  my  death.  But  think  not, 
Pizarro,  the  fury  of  thy  flashing  eyes  shall  awe  me 
for  a  moment !  Nor  think  that  woman’s  anger,  or 
the  feelings  of  an  injured  heart,  prompted  me  to 
this  design.  No  !  had  I  been  only  influenced  so, 
thus  failing,  shame  and  remorse  would  weigh  me 
down.  But,  though  defeated  and  destroyed,  as 
now  I  am,  such  is  the  greatness  of  the  cause  that 
urged  me,  I  shall  perish,  glorying  in  the  attempt, 
and  my  last  breath  of  life  .shall  speak  the  proud 
avowal  of  my  purpose — to  have  rescued  millions  of 
Innocents  from  the  blood-thirsty  tyranny  of  one — ■ 
by  ridding  the  insulted  world  of  thee! 

Rol.  Had  the  act  been  noble  as  the  motive, 
Rolla  would  not  have  shrunk  from  its  performance. 

Enter  Guards. 

Piz.  Seize  thi.s  discovered  fiend,  who  sought  to 
kill  your  leader. 


Elv.  Touch  me  not,  at  the  peril  of  your  souls  ! 
I  am  your  prisoner,  and  will  follow  you.  But  thou, 
their  triumphant  leader,  shalt  hear  me.  Yet,  first, 
for  thee,  Rolla,  accept  m/ forgiveness.'  Even  had 
I  been  the  victim  of  thy  nobleness  of  heart,  I  should 
have  admired  thee  for  it;  but  ’twas  myself  pro¬ 
voked  my  doom.  'I'hou  wouldst  have  shielded  me. 
Let  not  thy  contempt  follow  me  to  the  grave.  Didst 
thou  but  know  the  spell-like  arts  by  which  this 
hypocrite  first  undermined  the  virtue  of  a  guileless 
heart !  how,  even  in  the  pious  sanctuary  wherein 
I  dwelt,  by  corruption  and  by  fraud  he  practised 
upon  those  in  whom  I  most  confided — ’till  my 
distempered  fancy  led  me,  step  by  step,  into  the 
abyss  of  guilt — 

Piz,  Why  am  I  not  obeyed?  Tear  her  hence. 

Elv.  ’Tis  past — but  didst  thou  know  my  story, 
Rolla,  thou  wouldst  pity  me. 

Rol.  From  my  soul  I  do  pity  thee. 

Piz.  Villains !  drag  her  to  the  dungeon — prepare 
the  torture  instantly. 

Elv.  Soldiers — but  a  moment  more.  ’Tis  to 
applaud  your  general ;  it  is  to  tell  the  astonished 
world,  that,  for  once,  Pizarro’s  sentence  is  an  act 
of  justice.  Yes,  rack  me  with  the  sharpest  tortures 
that  ever  agonized  the  human  frame  ;  it  will  be 
justice.  Yes,  bid  the  minions  of  thy  fury  wrench 
forth  the  sinews  of  those  arms  that  have  caressed, 
and — 'even  have  defended  thee  !  Bid  them  pour 
burning  metal  into  the  bleeding  cases  of  these  eyes, 
that  so  oft,  oh,  God!  have  hung  with  love  and 
homage  on  thy  looks  ;  then  approach  me,  bound  on 
the  abhorred  wheel ;  there  glut  thy  savage  eyes 
with  the  convulsive  spasms  of  that  dishonoured 
bosom,  which  was  once  thy  pillow!  Yet,  will  I 
bear  it  all;  for  it  will  be  justice,  all!  And  when 
thou  shalt  bid  them  tear  me  to  my  death,  hoping 
that  thy  unshrinking  ears  may  at  last  be  feasted  with 
the  music  of  my  cries,  I  will  not  utter  one  shriek 
or  groan  ;  but,  to  the  last  gasp,  my  body’s  patience 
sluill  deride  thy  vengeance,  as  my  soul  defies  thy 
power. 

Piz.  Hear’stthoii  the  wretch  whose  hands  were 
even  now  prepared  for  murder? 

Rol.  Yes !  And  if  her  accusation’s  false,  thou 
wilt  not  shrink  from  hearing  her :  if  true,  thy 
barbarity  cannot  make  her  suffer  the  pangs  thy 
conscience  will  inflict  on  thee, 

Elv.  And  now,  farewell,  world!  Rolla,  fare¬ 
well!  Farewell,  thou  condemned  of  heaven  !  {To 
Pizarro.)  For  repentance  and  remorse,  I  know, 
will  never  touch  thy  heart.  We  shall  meet  again. 
Ha!  be  it  thy  horror  here,  to  know  that  we  shall 
meet  hereafter!  And  when  thy  parting  hour 
approaches,  hark  to  the  knell,  whose  dreadful  beat 
will  strike  to  thy  despairing  soul.  Then  will  vibrate 
on  thy  ear  the  curses  of  the  cloistered  saint  from 
whom  you  stole  me.  Then  the  last  shrieks  which 
burst  from  my  mother’s  breaking  heart,  as  she  died, 
appealing  to  her  God  against  the  seducer  of  her 
child !  Then  the  blood-stifled  groan  of  my  murdered 
brother,  murdered  by  thee,  fell  monster  ! — seeking 
atonement  for  his  sister’s  ruined  honour.  I  hear 
them  now!  To  me  the  recollection’s  madness  I 
At  such  an  hour — what  will  it  be  to  thee  ? 

Piz.  A  moment’s  more  delay,  and  at  the  peril 
of  your  lives — 

Elv,  I  have  spoken,  and  the  last  mortal  frailty 
of  my  heart  is  past.  And  now,  with  an  undaunted 
spirit,  and  unshaken  firmness,  I  go  to  meet  my 
destiny.  That  I  could  not  /me  nobly,  has  been 
Pizarro’s  act.  That  I  will  die  nobly,  shall  be  my 
own.  ^Exit,  guarded. 

Piz.  Rolla,  I  would  not  thou,  a  warrior,  valiant 
and  renowned,  shouldst  credit  the  vile  tales  of  this 
frantic  woman.  The  cause  of  all  this  fur}^ — O  !  a 
wanton  passion  for  the  rebel  youth,  Alonzo,  now 
my  prisoner. 
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Rol,  Alonzo  is  not  now  tliy  prisoner. 

Piz.  How  ! 

llol.  I  came  to  rescue  him,' — to  deceive  his 
guard.  I  have  succeeded  ;  I  remain  thy  prisoner. 

Piz.  Alonzo  lied  !  Is  then  the  vengeance  deai  est 
to  my  heart  never  to  be  gratilied ! 

Itol.  Dismiss  such  passions  from  thy  heart ;  then 
thoul’t  consult  its  peace. 

Piz.  I  can  face  all  enemies  that  dare  confront 
me — I  cannot  war  against  my  nature. 

Rol.  Then,  Pizarro,  ask  not  to  be  deemed  a 
hero.  To  triumph  o’er  ourselves  is  the  only 
compiest,  where  fortune  makes  no  claim.  In 
battle,  chance  may  snatch  the  laurel  from  thee, 
or  chance  may  place  it  on  thy  brow  ;  but  in  a  con¬ 
test  with  thyself,  be  resolute,  and  the  virtuous 
impulse  must  be  the  victor. 

Piz.  Peruvian !  thou  shalt  not  find  me  to  thee 
ungrateful  or  ungenerous.  Return  to  thy  country¬ 
men — thou  art  at  liberty. 

Rol.  Thou  dost  act  in  this,  as  honour  and  as 
duty  bid  thee. 

Piz.  I  cannot  but  admire  thee,  Rolla;  I  would 
we  might  be  friends. 

Rol.  Farewell !  Pity  Elvira!  Become  the  friend 
of  virtue,  and  thou  wilt  be  mine.  [Exit. 

Piz.  Ambition  !  tell  me  what  is  the  phantom  I 
have  followed  ?  where  is  the  one  delight  which  it 
has  made  my  own  ?  My  fame  is  the  mark  of  envy  ; 
my  love,  the  dupe  of  treachery  ;  my  glory  eclipsed 
by  the  boy  I  taught ;  my  revenge  defeated  and 
rebuked  by  the  rude  honour  of  a  savage  foe,  before 
whose  native  dignity  of  soul  I  have  sunk  con¬ 
founded  and  subdued !  I  would  I  could  retrace 
my  steps — I  cannot.  Would  I  could  evade  my  own 
rellectious  !  No  !  thought  imd  memory  ai’e  my  hell. 

[  Exit. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — A  thick  forest.  In  the  back  ground,  a 

hut.  A  dreadftd  storm.  CoRA  has  covered  her 

child  on  a  bed  of  leaves  and  moss. 

Cora.  O  Nature!  thou  hast  not  the  strength  of 
love.  My  anxious  spirit  is  untired  in  its  march  ; 
my  wearied,  shivering  frame  sinks  under  it.  And 
for  thee,  my  boy,  when  faint  beneath  thy  lovely 
burden,  could  I  refuse  to  give  thy  slumbers  that 
poor  bed  of  rest?  O  my  child!  were  I  assured  thy 
father  breathes  no  more,  how  quickly  would  I  lay 
me  down  by  thy  dear  side — but  down — down  for 
ever.  [Thunder  and  lightning.')  I  ask  thee  not, 
unpitying  storm  !  to  abate  thy  rage,  in  mercy  to 

Eoor  Cora’s  misery :  nor  while  thy  thunders  spare 
is  slumbers,  will  I  disturb  my  sleeping  cherub  ; 
though  Heaven  knows  I  wish  to  hear  the  voice  of 
life,  and  feel  that  life  is  near  me.  But  I  will 
endure  all,  while  what  I  have  of  reason  holds. 
(Thunder  and  lightning.)  Still,  still,  implacable  ! 
— unfeeling  elements:  Yet  still  dost  thou  sleep, 
my  smiling  innocent!  O  death!  when  wilt  thou 
grant  to  this  babe’s  mother  such  repose? — 'Sure  I 
may  shield  thee  better  from  the  storm  j  my  veil  may — 
Alonzo.  (^Within.)  Cora! 

Cora.  Ha ! 

Al.  Cora! 

Cora.  O,  my  heart !  Sweet  heaven  deceive  me 
not!  Is  it  not  Alonzo’s  voice? 

Al.  (Nearer.)  Cora  ! 

Cora.  It  is- — -it  is  Alonzo  ! 

Al.  (Nearer  still.)  Cora!  my  beloved! 

Cora.  Alonzo  !  Here  ! — here  ! — Alonzo  ! 

[Runs  out. 

Enter  Two  Spanish  Soldiers. 

1.9/.  Sol.  I  tell  you  we  are  near  our  outposts, 
and  the  word  we  heard  justnow  wasthe  countersign. 


[Act  V, 

2d.  Sol.  Well,  in  our  escape  from  tlie  enemy, 
to  have  discovered  their  secret  passage  through  the 
rocks,  will  prove  a  lucky  chance  to  us.  Pizarro 
will  reward  us. 

1a/.  Sol.  This  way\  The  sun,  though  clouded, 
is  on  our  left.  (Perceives  the  child.)  What  have 
we  here?  A  child  !  as  I’m  a  soldier. 

2d.  Sol.  ’Tis  a  sweet  little  babe.  Now  would  it 
be  a  great  charity  to  take  this  infant  from  its  pagan 
mother’s  power. 

1a/.  Sol.  It  would  so.  I  have  one  at  home  shall 
play  with  it.  Come  along.  [Takes  the  Child.  Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Cora  and  Alonzo. 

Cora.  This  way,  dear  Alonzo.  Now  am  I  right? 

— -there — there — under  that  tree.  Was  it  possible 
the  instinct  of  a  mother’s  heart  could  mistake  the 
spot?  Now  will  you  look  at  him  as  he  sleeps,  or 
shall  I  bring  him  waking  with  his  full  blue  laughing 
eyes  to  welcome  you  at  once?  Yes — y^es.  Stand 
thou  there  ;  I’ll  snatch  him  from  his  rosy  slumber, 
blushing  like  the  perfumed  morn.  (She  runs  up  to 
the  spot,  and  finding  onbj  the  mantle  and  veil,  which 
she  tears  from  the  ground,  and  the  child  gone,  she 
shrieks.) 

Al.  (Running  to  her.)  Cora!  my  heart’s  beloved  ! 

Cora.  He  is  gone  ! 

Al.  Eternal  God ! 

Cora.  He  is  gone  !  My  child !  my  child  ! 

Al.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Cora.  (Dashes  herself  on  the  spot.)  Here  ! 

Al.  Be  calm,  beloved  Cora.  He  has  awaked 
and  crept  to  a  little  distance.  We  shall  find  him. 
Are  you  assured  this  was  the  spot  you  left  him  in  ? 

Cora.  Did  not  these  hands  make  that  bed,  and 
shelter  for  him?  And  is  not  this  the  veil  tliat 
covered  him? 

Al.  Here  is  a  hut  yet  unobserved. 

Cora.  Ha!  yes,  yes!  there  lives  the  savage 
that  has  robbed  me  of  my  child.  (  Beats  at  the  door, 
exclaiming)  Give  me  back  my  child — restore  to  me 
my  boy  ! 

Enter  Las-Casas  from  the  Hut. 

Las-C.  Who  calls  me  from  my  wretched  solitude? 

Cora.  Give  me  back  my  child  !  (Goes  into  the. 
hut,  and  calls)  Fernando  ! 

Al.  Almighty  Powers !  do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ? 
Las-Casas ! 

Las-C.  Alonzo  !  ray  beloved  young  friend  ! 

AJ.  My  revered  instructor  !  (Enwracing.) 

Cora.  (Returned.)  Will  you  embrace  this  man 
before  he  restores  my  boy? 

Al.  Alas,  my  friend !  in  what  a  moment  of  misery 
do  we  meet ! 

Cora.  Yet  his  look  is  goodness  and  humanity. 
Good  old  man,  have  compassion  on  a  wretched 
mother,  and  I  will  be  your  servant  while  I  live.  But 
do  not,  for  pity’s  sake,  do  not  say,  you  have  him 
not ;  do  not  say  you  have  not  seen  him.  (Runs 
into  the  wood.) 

Las-C.  W^hat  can  this  mean? 

Al.  She  is  my  wife.  Just  rescued  from  the 
Spaniards’  prison,  I  learned  she  had  lied  to  this 
wild  forest.  Hearing  my  voice,  she  left  the  child, 
and  flew  to  meet  me :  he  was  left  sleeping  under  ^ 
yonder  tree. 

Las-C.  How!  did  you  leave  him?  (Cora 
returns.) 

Cora.  O,  you  are  right  ! — -right  !  Unnatural 
mother  that  I  was,  I  left  my  child — -I  forsook  my 
innocent^ — but  I  will  lly  to  the  earth’s  brink,  but  I 
will  find  him.  (Runs  out.) 

Al.  Forgive  me,  Las-Casas ;  I  must  follow  her  ; 
for  at  night  I  attempt  brave  Rolla’s  rescue. 

Lus-C.  I  will  not  leave  thee,  Alonzo !  You 
must  try  to  lead  her  to  the  right :  that  way  lies  thy 
camp.  Wait  not  my  infirm  steps.  I  will  follow 
thee,  my  friend.  [  Exeunt. 


Scene  3.] 
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Scene  IT.-  7/hj  oul-post  of  the  Spanish  camp.  In 
the  hack  ground,  a  foaming  torrent,  over  which  is  a 
f  ffc/e  f)rld(/ef  Jbnued  hij  a  felled  tree*  (Trumpets 
sound  icithojit.) 

AlMAGRO.  fWithin.^ 

Bear  him  along — his  stor}^  must  be  false.  (  Entering) 

Roll  A  in  chabis,  brought  in  by  Soldiers, 

Rol.  False!  Rolla  utter  falsehood !  I  would 
I  had  thee  in  a  desert  with  thj  troop  around  thee  ; 
and  I  but  Avith  my  sword  in  this  iiusliackled  hand  ! 
(Jr  limpets  tvithmit.) 

Aim,  Is  it  to  he  credited  that  Rolla,  the  re¬ 
nowned  Peruvian  hero,  should  be  detected  like  a 
spy,  skulking  through  our  camp? 

Itol,  Skulking ! 

Aim.  But  answer  to  the  general.  He  is  here. 
Enter  PlZARRO. 


heart,  'twill  rise  to  the  common  God  of  nature  and 
humanity,  and  cry  aloud  for  vengeance  on  his 
accursed  destroyer’s  head. 

Piz.  Be  that  peril  mine. 

Rol.  (^Throwing  himself  at  his  feet.)  Behold 
me  at  thy  feet.  Me,  Rolla! — Me,  the  preserver 
of  thy  life  ! — Me,  that  have  never  yet  bent  or  bowed 
before  created  man ! — In  humble  agony  I  sue  to 
you — prostrate  I  implore  you — but  spare  that  child, 
and  I  will  be  your  slave. 

Piz.  Rolla!  still  art  thou  free  to  go  :  this  boy 
remains  with  me. 

llol.  Then  was  this  sword  heaven’s  gift,  not 
thine  !  {Seizes  the  Child.)  Who  moves  one  step 
to  follow  me,  dies  upon  the  spot. 

\^Exit,  with  the  Child. 

Piz.  Pursue  him  instantly  ;  but  spare  his  life. 
(Exeunt  Almagro  and  Soldiers.)  With  Avliat 
fury  he  defends  himself!  Ha  !  he  fells  them  to  the 
ground — and  now — 


Piz.  What  do  I  see?  Rolla! 

Rol.  Oh  !  to  thy  surprise,  no  doubt. 

Piz.  And  bound  too  ! 

^  Rol.  So  fast,  thou  need’st  not  fear  approach¬ 
ing  me. 

Aim.  The  guards  surprised  him,  passing  our 
outpost. 

1  iz.  Release  him  instantly.  Believe  me,  I  regret 
this  insult.  ® 

Rol.  You  feel  then  as  you  ought. 

Piz.  ^  Nor  can  I  brook  to  see  a  warrior  of  Rolla’s 
fame  disarmed.  Accept  this,  though  it  has  been 
thy  enemy’s.  (Gives  a  sivord.)  The  Spaniards 
know  the  courtesy  that’s  due  to  valour. 

Rol.  And  the  Peruvian  how  to  forget  offence. 
Piz.  IVI^aynot  Rollaand  Pizarro  cease  to  be  foes  ? 
Rol.  When  the  sea  divides  us ;  yes  !  May  I 
now  depart? 

Piz.  Freely. 

Rol.  And  shall  I  not  again  be  intercepted? 

Piz.  No !  Let  the  Avord  be  given  that  Rolla 
pass  freely. 

Enter  Davilla  and  Soldiers,  with  the  Child. 

Eav.  Here  are  two  soldiers,  captived  yester¬ 
day,  who  have  escaped  from  the  Peruvian  hold, 
and  by  the  secret  way  we  have  so  long  endeavoured 
to  discoA^er. 

Piz.  Silence!  imprudent!  Seest  thou  not — ? 
(Pointing  to  Rolla.) 

Dav.  In  their  Avay,  they  found  a  Peruvian  child, 
who  seems — ■ 

Piz.  Wiiat  is  the  imp  to  me  ?.  Bid  them  toss 
it  into  the  sea. 

Rol.  Gracious  heavens  !  It  is  Alonzo’s  child ! 
Give  it  to  me. 

Piz.  Ha!  Alonzo’s  child!  W^elcome,  thou 
pretty  hostage.  Now  Alonzo  is  again  my  prisoner  ! 

Rol.  'lliou  wilt  not  keep  the  infant  from  its 
mother? 

Piz.  Will  I  not?  What,  when  I  shall  meet 
Alonzo  in  the  heat  of  the  victorious  fight,  think’st 
thou  I  shall  not  have  a  check  upon  the  valour  of 
his  heart,  when  he  is  reminded,  that  a  word  of 
mine  is  this  child’s  death? 

Rol.  I  do  not  understand  you. 

Piz.  My  vengeance  has  a  long  arrear  of  hate  to 
settle  Avith  Alonzo  3  and  this  pledge  may  help  to 
balance  the  account. 

RoK  Man!  Man!  Art  thou  a  man?  Could’st 
thou  hurt  that  innocent!  By  Heaven  !  it’s  smiling 
in  thy  face. 

Piz.  Tell  me,  does  it  resemble  Cora? 

Rol.  Pizarro  !  thou  hast  set  my  heart  on  fire. 

If  thou  dost  harm  that  child,  think  not  his  blood 
Avill  sink  into  the  barren  sand.  No  !  faithful  to  the 
eager  hope  that  now  trembles  in  this  indignant 


Enter  Almagro. 

Aim.  Three  of  your  brave  soldiers  are  already 
vicfiins  to  your  command  to  spare  this  madman’s 
life  ;  and  if  he  once  gain  the  thicket — ■ 

Piz.  Spare  him  no  longer.  (Exit  Almagro.) 
Their  guns  much  reach  him.  He’ll  yet  escape  ! 
Holloa  to  those  horse.  The  Peruvian  sees  them; 
and  now  he  turns  among  the  rocks  ;  then  is  his 
retreat  cut  off.  (Rolla  crosses  the  wooden  bridge 
over  the  cataract,  pursued  by  the  Soldiers:  they  Jire 
•at  him;  a  shot  strikes  him.) 

Piz.  Now !  Quick  !  quick !  seize  the  child  !— 
(RoUa  tears  from  the  rock  the  tree  which  supports 
the  bridge,  and  retreats  by  the  back  around,  beariua 
off  the  child.)  J  >  U 

Re-enter  Almagro. 

Aim.  By  hell!  he  has  escaped!  and  with  the 
child  unhurt.  \ 

Dav.  No  ,  he  bears  his  death  with  him.  Believe 
me,  I  saAv  him  struck  upon  the  side. 

But  the  child  is  saved — Alonzo’s  child! 
Oh  .  the  furies  of  disappointed  vengeance  ! 

Aim.  AAvay  with  the  revenge  of  words  !  Let 
us  to  deeds.  Forget  not  we  have  acquired  the 
knowledge  of  the  secret  pass,  Avhich  through  the 
rocky  cavern’s  gloom,  brings  you  at  once  to  the 
strong  hold,  where  are  lodged  their  women  and 
their  treasures. 

Almagro  !  Swift  as  thy  thought 
draw  forth  a  daring  and  a  chosen  band.  I  will 
not  wait  for  numbers.  Stay,  Almagro  !  Valverde 
IS  informed  Elvira  dies  to-day  ? 

Aim.  He  is  :  and  one  request  alone  she — 

Ptz.  I’ll  hear  of  none. 

Aim.  The  boon  is  small:  ’tis  but  for  the  novi¬ 
ciate  habit  which  you  first  beheld  her  in.  She 
wishes  not  to  suffer  in  the  gaudy  trappings  which 
remind  her  of  her  shame. 

Piz.  Well,  do  as  thou  Avilt ;  but  tell  Valverde 
at  our  return,  as  his  life  shall  ansAv^er  it,  to  let 
me  hear  that  she  is  dead.  ^Exeunt  severally. 

Scene  III.— Atalaba’s  tent: 

Enter  Ataliba,  follotved  by  CoRA  and  Alonzo. 

Cora.  Oh  !  avoid  me  not,  Ataliba  !  To  whom 
but  to  her  king,  is  the  wretched  mother  to  address 
her  griefs  ?  The  Gods  refuse  to  hear  my  prayers. 
Did  not  my  Alonzo  fight  for  ?/om?  And  will  not 
my  sweet  boy  if  thou’lt  but  Vesture  him  to  me 
one  day  fight  thy  battles  too  ?  ’ 

Al  Oh!  my  suflering  love—my  poor  heart¬ 
broken  Cora  !— you  but  wound  our  soverei.rn’s 
feeling  soul,  and  not  relieve  your  own.  ^ 

Cora.  Is  he  our  sovereign,  and  has  he  not  the 
power  to  give  me  back  my  child  ? 
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Ata.  When  I  reward  desert,  or  can  relieve  my 
people,  I  feel  what  is  the  real  glory  ot  a  king  ;  when 
I  hear  them  sutler,  and  cannot  aid  them,  I  mourn 
the  impotence  of  all  mortal  power. 

{Voices  behind.')  Rolla!  Rolla !  Rolla! 

Enter  Rolla,  bleeding,  with  the  Child,  followed  by 
Peruvians. 

Rol.  Thy  child!  (Gives  the  Child  into  Cora's 
arms,  and  falls.) 

Cora.  Oh  God!  there’s  blood  upon  him ! 

Rol.  ’Tis  my  blood,  Cora! 

Al.  Rolla,  thou  diest! 

Rol.  For  thee  and  Cora!  (Dies.) 

Enter  Orano. 

Ora.  Treachery  has  revealed  our  asylum  in  the 
rocks.  Even  now  the  foe  assails  the  peaceful  band 
retired  for  protection  there. 

Al.  Lose  not  a  moment!  Swords,  be  quick! 
Your  wives  and  children  cry  to  you.  Bear  our 
loved  hero’s  body  in  the  van  ;  ’twill  raise  the  forj 
of  our  men  to  madness.  Now,  fell  Pizarro  !  the 
death  of  one  of  us  is  near  !  Away !  Be  the  word 
of  assault,  Revenge  and  Rolla !  [^Exeunt.  Charge. 

Scene  IV. — A  Recess  among  the  rocks. 

jBn/er  Pizarro,  Aoiagro,  Valverde,  and 
Sjyanish  Soldiers. 

Piz.  Well !  if  surrounded,  we  must  perish  in 
the  centre  of  them.  Where  do  Rolla  and  Alonzo 
hide  their  heads? 

Enter  AloNZO,  Orano,  and  Peruvians. 

Al.  Alonzo  answers  thee,  and  Alonzo  s  sword 
shall  speak  tor  Rolla. 

Piz.  Thouknow’stthe  advantage  ofthy  numbers. 

Thou  dar’st  not  singly  face  Pizarro. 

Al.  Peruvians,  stir  not  a  man  !  Be  this  contest 

only  ours.  , 

Piz.  Spaniards!  observe  ye  the  same.  (Charge 
They  fight.  Alonzo's  shield  is  broken,  and  he  is 

heat  down.) 

Piz.  Now,  traitor,  to  thy  heart! 

(At  this  moment,  Elvira  enters,  habited  as  when 
Pizarro  first  beheld  her.  Pizarro,  appalled,  staggers 
back,  Alonzo  renews  the  fight,  and  slays  him.) 


[Act  V. 

AtaliBA  enters,  and  embraces  AloNZO. 

Ata.  My  brave  Alonzo ! 

Aim.  Alonzo,  we  submit.  Spare  us;  we  wi 

embark,  and  leave  the  coast.  ,  ,  i-r-  i 

Val.  Elvira  will  confess  I  saved  her  life  ;  she 

has  saved  thine.  .  ,  . 

Al.  Fear  not.  You  are  safe.  (S2}aniards  lay 

down  their  arms.) 

Elv.  Valverde  speaks  the  truth  ;  nor  could  he 
think  to  meet  me  here.  An  awful  impulse,  whic  i 
my  soul  could  not  resist,  impelled  me  hither. 

Al.  Noble  Elvira!  my  preserver  !  How  can  L 
speak  what  I,  Ataliba,  and  his  rescued  country, 
owe  to  thee!  If  amid  this  grateful  nation  thou 

would’st  remain —  ,  .  r  4. 

Elv.  Alonzo,  no!  The  destination  of  my  future 

life  is  fixed.  Humbled  in  penitence,  I  will  endea¬ 
vour  to  atone  the  guilty  errors,  which,  however 
masked  by  shallow  cheerfulness,  have  long  con¬ 
sumed  my  secret  heart.  When,  by  my  sutlerings 
purified,  and  penitence'  sincere,  my  soul  shall  dare 
address  the  throne  of  mercy  in  behalf  of  others, 
for  thee,  Alonzo,  for  thy  Cora,  and  thy  child  ;  tor 
thee,  thou  virtuous  monarch,  and  the  innocent  race 
thou  reignest  over,  shall  Elvira’s  prayers  address 
the  God  of  Nature.  Valverde,  you  have  preserved 
my  life.  Cherish  humanity,  avoid  the  foul  examples 
thou  hast  viewed.  Spaniards,  returning  to  your 
native  home,  assure  your  rulers  they  mistake  the 
road  to  glory,  or  to  power.  Tell  them,  that  the 
pursuits  of  avarice,  conquest,  and  ambition,  never 
yet  made  a  people  happy,  or  a  nation  great.  (Casts 
a  last  look  of  agony  at  the  dead  body  of  Pizarro  ^ 
she  passes,  and  exit.  Flourish  of  trumpets.  Valverde, 
Almagro,  and  Spanish  soldiers  exeunt,  bearing  ojf 

Pizarro's  body.)  ,  ,  ,, 

Al.  Ataliba,  think  not  I  wish  to  check  the  voice 
of  triumph,  when  I  entreat  we  first  pay  the  tribute 
due  to  our  loved  Rolla’s  memory. 

A  solemn  march.  Procession  of  P eruvian  Soldiers, 
bearing  Rolla's  body  on  a  bier,  surrounded  by 
military  trophies..  The  Priests  and  Priestesses 
attending  chaunt  a  dirge  over  the  bier .  Alonzo, 
and  Cora  kneel  on  either  side  of  it,  and  kiss 
Rolla’s  hands  in  silent  agony.  In  the  looks  of 
the  King,  and  of  all  present,  the  triumph  of  the 
day  is  lost  in  mourning  for  the  fallen  hero.  The 
curtain  slowly  descends. 

DIRGE. — Priests  and  Priestesses.'^ 

Let  tears  of  gratitude  and  woe. 

For  the  brave  Rolla  ever  tlow ! 
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